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PREFACE. 




[T has been a long Complaint of the 
virtuous and refined World, that Po- 
efy,whofe Original is Divine, (hould 
be enflaved to Vice and Pro&neneis ; 
that an Art infpired from Heaven, (hould have 
fo far loft the Memory of its Birth-place, as to 
be engaged in the Interefts of Hell. How un- 
happily is it perverted from its moft glorious 
Defign ! How bafely has it been driven away 
from its proper Station in the Temple of God, 
and abufed to much Dilhonour ! The Iniquity 
of Men has conftrained it to ferve their vilelt 
Purpofes, while the Sons of Piety mourn the 
Sacrilege and the Shame. 

The eldeft Song which Hiftory has brought 
down to our Ears, was a noble' Aft of Worfhip 
paid to the God of IfraeU when his Right 
Hand became glorious in Power \ when thy Right 
Hand^ Lord^ dajhed in Pieces the Enemy r 
the Chariots ^/Pharaoh and bis Hofts were 
A 2 cafi 



iv ^he PREFACE. 

cajl into the Red-Sea ; Thou didft blow with thy 
JVindy the Deep covered them^ and theyfank as 
JLead in the mighty Waters^ Exod. xv. ' This 
Art was maintairied facred through the follow- 
ing Ages of the Church, and employed by 
Kings and Prophets, by David, Solomont, 
and Is A I AH, in defcribing the Nature and the 
Glories of God, and in conveying Grace, or 
Vengeance to the Hearts of Men. By this 
Method they brought fo much of Heaven 
down to this lower World, as the Darknefs'of 
that Dilpenlation would admit : And now and 
then a divine arid poetic Rapture lifted their 
Souls far above the Level of that OEconomy 
4Df Shadows, bore them away far into a brighter 
Region, and gave them a GJimpfe of Evange- 
lic Day. The Life of Angels was harrrioni- 
•oufly breathed into the Children of Adam, 
and their Minds raifed near to Heaven in Me- 
Jody and Devotion at once. 

In the younger Days of Heathenifm the 
Mufes were devoted to the fame Service : the 
Language in which old Hjesiop addreffes 
Itbem is this : 

4^ibrt, AT mimrt a^in^of vetri^ vfMiUv<r»tl 

]?krhn Mujisy fam^d for heavenly Lays^ 
V^fcfnd^ miftng the God your FatbefsPraiJe. 

And 
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And he purfues the Subjeft in ten pious Lines, 
which I could not- bear to tranfcribe, if the 
Afpedt and Sound of fo much Greek were not 
terrifying to a nice Reader. 

But fome of the latter Poets of the Pagan 
World have debafed this Divine Gift ; and 
many of the Writers of the firft Rank, in this 
our Age of National Chrijiians^ have, to their 
eternal Shame, furpafled the vileft of the Gen^ 
tiles:' They have not only difrobed Religion 
of all the Ornaments of Verfe, but have em- 
ployed their Pens in impious Mifchief, to de^ 
form her native Beauty, and defile. her Ho- 
nours. They have expofed her moft facred 
Charafler to Drollery, and dreffed her up in 9h 
mofl vile and ridiculous Difguife, for the Scorn 
of the ruder Herd of Mankind. The Vices 
have been painted like fo many Goddeffes, the 
Charms of Wit have been added to Debau- 
chery, and the Temptation heightened where 
Nature needs the flrongeft Reftraints. With 
Sweetnefs of Sound, and Delicacy of Expref- 
fion, they have given a Relifli to Blafphemies 
of the harflieft kind j and when they rant at 
their Maker in fonorous Numbers, they fancy 
themfelves to have afted the Hero well. 

Th us almoft in vain have the Throne and 

the Pulpit cried Reformation -, while the Stage 

and licentious Poems have waged open War 

with the pious Defign of Church and State, 

A3 TVi^ 
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The Prefs has fpread the Poifon far, and fcat- 
tcred wide the mortal Infeftion : Unthinking 
Youth have been enticed to Sin beyond the 
vicious Propenfities of Nature, pkmged early 
into Difeafes and Death, and funk down to 
Damnation in Multitudes. Was it for this, 
that Poefy was endued with all thofe Allure- 
ments that lead the Mind away in a pleafing 
Captivity ? Was it for this, fhe was furniflied 
with fo many intelleftual Charms, that fhe 
might feduce the Heart from GOD, the ori- 
ginal Beauty, and the moft lovely of Beings ? 
Can I ever be perfuaded, that thofe fweet and 
refiftlefs Forces of Metaphor, Wit, Sound, and 
Number, were given with this Defign, that 
they fhbuld be all ranged under the Banner of 
the great malicious Spirit, to invade the Rights 
of Heaven, and to bring fwift and everlafting 
Deftruftion upon Men? How will thefe Allies 
of the nether World, the leud and profane 
Verfifiers, ftand aghaft before the great Judge, 
when the Blood of many Souls, whom they 
never faw, fhall be laid to the Charge of their 
Writings, and be dreadfully required at their 
Hands ? The Reverend Mr. Col l i e r has fet 
this awful Scene before them in juft and flam- 
ing Colours. If the Application were not too 
rude and uncivil, that noble Stanza of my Lord 
Roscommon, on Pfalm cxlviii. might be ad- 
dreffed to them r 

Te 
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Te Drag07iSi wbofe contagious Breath 
Peoples the dark-Retreats of Deaths 
Change your dire HiJJings into Heavenly Songs^ • 
Andpraifey our Maker withy our forkedTongues. 

This Profanation and Debafement of fo^ 
diVine an Art, has tempted fome weaker- 
Chriftians to imagine that Poetry and Vice are 
naturally akin ; or* atleaft, that Verfe is fit 
only to recommend Trifles, and entertain our 
Joofer Hours, but it is too light and trivial a » 
Method to treat any thing that is ferious and 
Ikcred. They fubmit, indeed, to ufe it in Di- 
vine Pfalmody, but they love the drieft Tranf-* 
lation of the Pfalm beft. They will venture 
to fing a dull Hymn or two at Church, inTunes 
rf equal Dulnefe 5 but ftilkhey perfuade thcm-^ 
felves, and their Children, that the Beauties of 
Poefy are vain and dangerous. All that arifes 
a -Degree above MhSternhold is too airy, 
for Worfhip, and hardly efcapes the Sentence 
of unclean and abominable. ^Tis ftrange, that 
Perfons that have the Bible in their Hands, 
(hould be led away by thoughtleis Prejudices 
to fb wild and ra(h an Opinion. Let me en- 
treat them not to indulge this four, this cenfo*- 
rious Humour too far, left the Sacred Writers 
fall under the Laih of their unlimited and un- 
guarded Reproaches. Let me entreat them to 
' A 4 look 
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look into their Bibles, and remember the Styl6 
and Way of Writing that is ufed by the an- 
cient Prophets. Have they forgot, or were 
they never told, that many Parts of the Old. 
Teftament are Hebrew Verie ? and the Figures 
are ftronger, and the Metaphors bolder, and 
the Images more furpri2ing and ftrange thaa 
ever I read in any profane Writer. When 
Deborah fings her Praifes to the GOD of 
Ifrael^ while he marched from the Field of 
Edom^ (he fets the Earib a tremblings the Hea- 
vens drops ^^d the Mountains dijfolve from be-* 
fore the Lord. They fought from Heaven j the 
Stars in their Courfes fought againjl Si sera : 
When the River of Kiihoh fwept them away^ 
that ancient River^ the River Kiihon. O my 
Soul J thou haft trodden down Strength^ Judg.v. 
t^c. When Eliphaz, in the Book oijob^ 
ipeaks his Senfe of the Holinefs of God, he in- 
troduces a Machine in a Vifion : Fear came up^ 
40V me^ Trembling on all my Bones y the Hair of 
nty Flefb flood up ; a Spirit paffed by and flood ftill^ 
hit its. Form was undifcernible \ an Image before 
mine Eyes \ and Silence ; Then I heard a Voice^ 
fayings Shall mortal Man be morejufl than God? 
&CC. Job iv. When he defcribes the Safety of 
the Righteous, he hides him from the Scourge 
£f the TonguCj he makes him laugh at Deflruc- 
tion and Famine ^ he brings the Stones of the 
Field int^ League with him^ and makes the 

Brute 
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Erute Animals enter into a Covenant of Peace, 
Jvb v^. 21, fffr. When Job fpeaks of the 
Grave, how melancholy is the Gloom that he 
fpreads over it ! It is a Region to which I mud 
Ihortly gp, and whence IJhall not return \ it is 
a Land of Darknefs^ it is Darkne/s itfdf^ the 
Land of the Shadow of Death ; all Confufion 
and Difordery and where the Light is as Dark^ 
nefs. This is nry Houfe^ there have I made my 
Bed : I have faid to Corruption^ Thou art my 
FaSheTj and to the Worm^ Shou art my Aether 
and my Sifter : As for my Hope^ who fball fee 
it ? I and my Hope go down together to the Bars 
of the Pity Job x. 21. and xvii. 13. When 
he humbles himfelf in Complainings before the 
Almightinefs of GOD, what contemptible 
and feeble Images doth he ufe ! fFilt thou break 
a Leaf driven to and fro ? Wilt thou purfue the 
dry Stubble ? I confume away like a rotten things 
aiGarment eaten by the Moth^ Job xiii. 25, &c. 
Thou lifteft me up to the JVind^ thou caufeft me 
to ride upon ity and dijfolveft nry Subftance^ Job 
xxiii. 22. Can any Man inven^t more defpica- 
ble Ideas to reprcfent the Scoundrel Herd and 
Refufe of Mankind, than thofe which Job 
ufes ? Chap. xxx. and thereby , he aggravates 
his own Sorrows and Reproaches to Amaze- 
ment : They that are younger than I have me in 
Derifion^ whofe Fathers I would have difdained - 
U b^vefet with tbe^ Dogs of my Flock : for Want 

A,5j ani^ 



% ne P R E F A C E. 

and Famine they were jblitary \ fleeing into the 
Wtldemefs defolate and wafte : They cut up Mal- 
lows by the Bujbes, and Juniper-roots for their 
Meat : They were driven forth from among Men^ 
{they cried after them as after a Thief) to dwell 
in the Qrffs of the Valleys^ in Caves of the Earthy 
md in Rocks : Among the Bufbes they brayed^ un- 
der the Nettles they were gathered together % they 
were Children of Fools^ yea^ Children of bafe 
Men ; they were viler than the Earth : And now 
am I their Song^ yea^ I am their By-word^ &c. 
How -mournful and dgefted is the Language 
of his own Sorrows ! Terrors are turned upon 
him, they pur fue his Soul as theWind^ and his 
Welfare paffes away as a Cloud \ his Bones are 
pierced within him^ and his Saul is poured out\ 
he goes mourning without the Sun^ a Brother to 
DragonSy and a Companion to Owls •, whiie his 
Harp and Organ are turned into the Voice of 
them that weep. I muft tranfcribe one half of 
this holy Book, if I would (hew the Grandeur, 
the Variety, and the Juftnefs of his Ideas, or 
tlie Pomp and Beauty of his Expreflion : I muft 
copy out a good part of theWritingsof Da vid 
and Isaiah, if I would reprefent the poetical 
Excellencies of their Thoughts and Style : Nor 
is the Language of the leffer Prophets, eipeci- 
ally in fome Paragraphs, much inferior to thefe. 
Now while they paint human Nature in its 
irarious Forms and Circuniftances, if their De- 
Jigning be fo juft aiQid nobk;, their Diipofition 
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fo artful, and their Colouring fo bright, beyond 
the moft famed human Writers, how much 
more muft their Delcriptions of God and Hea- 
ven exceed all that is poffible to be faid by a 
meaner Tongue ? When they fbeak of the Dwel- 
ling-place of GOD, He inbahits Eternity^ and 
Hts upon the Throne of bis Holinefsy in tbe midjt 
of Light inacceffible. When his Holinels is men- 
tioned, STi^^ Heavens are not clean in bis Sights 
be charges bis Angels with Folfy : He looks to 
tbeMoon^ and it fbineth notj and tbe Stars are 
not pure before bis Eyes : He is a jealous God^ 
and a confuming Fire. If we fpeak of Strength, 
Behold^ be isjirong : He removes tbe Mountains ^ 
and they know il not^ He overturns them in bis^ 
Anger : He fhakes tbe Earth from her Place ^ anA 
her Pillars tremble : He makes a Path through 
the mighty JVaters^ he difcovers the Foundations^ 
of the World : The Pillars of Heaven are afto- 
nifbed at his Reproof And after all, Thefe are- 
but a Portion of his IVays : The ThuHder of his 
Power who can underftand? His Sovereignty, 
his Knowledge, and his Wifdom, are revealed 
to us in Language vaftly fuperior to all the po- 
etical Accounts of Heathen Divinity. Let the 
Potfherds ftrive with tbe Potfherds of the Earth \ 
but fball tbe Clay fay to him that fajhioneth it, 
IVbat makeft thou ? He bids the Heavens drop 
down from above^ and let tbe Skies pour down 
Right eoufnefs. He commands the Sun^ and it 
rifetb not^ and Ufealeth up tbe Stars. It- is ht 
A 6 that 
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that fdilh to the Deep^ Be dry^ and he drietb up 
the Rivers. Woe to^ them that feek deep to hide 
their Counfel from the Lord ; his Eyes are upon 
all their IVays^ he under jiands their thoughts 
afar off. Hell is naked before him, and De- 
JtruSion hath no Covering. He calls out all the 
Stars by their Names, he fruftrateth the Tokens 
cf the Liars, and makes the Diviners mad •, He 
turns wife Men backward, and their Knowledge 
becomes foolifb. His tranfcendent Eminence 
above all things is moft nobly reprefented, 
when \itfits Upon the Circle of the Earth, and 
the Inhabitants thereof are as Grafhoppers: All' 
ff at ions before him are as the Drop of a Bucket, 
and as the fmall Duji of the Balance : He takes 
up the IJles as a very little thing-, Lebanon, with 
all her Beafts, is notfufficient for a Sacrific-e to 
this God, nor are all her Tx^ts fufficient for the 
Burning. This GOD, before whom the whole 
Creation is as nothing, yea, lefs than nothings 
and Vamty. fto which of all the Heathen Gods 
then will ye compare me, faith the Lord, and 
whatfhall I be likened to ? And to which of all 
the Heathen Poets fhall we liken or compare 
this glorious Orator, the facred Defcriber of the 
Godhead ? The Orators of all Nations are as 
ijothing before him, and their Words are Va- 
nity and Emptinefs. Let us turn our Eyes now 
to feme of the Holy Writings, wffere GOD is 
creating the World: tjow meanly do the beft 
(df tJff, Gentiles uik and trifle upon this Subje<5t, 
•" . * " when 
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when brought into Comparifon with Mosbs, 
whom Long I Nus himfelf, a Gentik Critic, 
cites as a Mafter of the Sublime Style, when he 
diofe to ufe it ; And the Lord faid^ Let there be 
lights and there was Light ; Let there be Clouds 
a^ Seasj Sun and Starsj Plants and Animals^ 
md behold they are : He commanded, and they 
appear and obey: By the fVbrd of the Lord 
were the Heavens made^ and all the Hoft of them 
hy the Breath of his Mouth: This is working. 
like a GOD, with infinite Eafe and Omnipo- 
tence. His Wonders of Providence f6r the 
Terror and Ruii> of His Adverfaries, and for 
the Succour of His Saints, is fet before our 
Eyes in the Scripture with equal Munificence, 
and as becomes Divinity, When he arifes out 
rf bis Place^ the Earth trembles^ the Founda- 
tions of the Hills are fhaken becaufe he is wroth: 
There goes a Smoke up out of his Nojirils^ and 
Fire out of his Mouth devour eth^ Coals are kind-- 
led by it. He bows the Heavens ^ and comes down^ 
md Darknefs is under his Feet. The Mountains 
melt like Wax^ and flow down at bis Prefence. 
If Virgil, Homer, or Pindar were to 
prepare an Equipage for a defcending God, 
they might ufe Thunder and Lightnings too, 
and Clouds and Fire, to form a Chariot and 
Horfes for the Battle, or the Triumph ; but 
there is none of them provides him a Flight of 
Cherubs inftead of Horfes, or feats him in 
Qbariots of Salvation^ Dayw bcljoWsHim 
2L " riding, 
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riding upon tbeHeaven of Heavens^ by bis Name 
J AH : He was tnounted upon a Cherub; and 
did fly J he flew on ff^ings of the IVind \ and 
Habbakuk fends the P eft Hence before him. 
HoM B R keeps a mighty Stir with his Ni^Ai^i 
^qL Zi»\» and Hesiod with his ZsvV v^ig^ifJrfii. 
Jf u p I T E R , that raifes up the Clouds, and that 
makes a Noife, or thunders on high. But a 
Divine Poet makes the Clouds but the Dufi of 
bis Feet 5 and when the Higheft gives bis Voice 
in the Heawens^ Hail-ftones and Coals of Fire 
follow. A Divine Poet difcovers the Channels 
of the JVaters^ and lays open the Foundations of 
Nature ; at thy Rebuke^ O Lord^ at the Blaft of 
the Breath of thy Noftrils. When the H O LY 
ONE alighted upon Mount Sinaiy his Glory 
covered the Heavens : He flood and meafured the 
Earth : He beheld and drove afunder the Na- 
tions 9 and the everlafling Mountains were feat- 
tered : The perpetual Hills did blow ; his fVays 
are everlafling. Then the Prophet faw the 
Tents of Cuflian in JffliSion^ and the Curtains 
of the Land of Midian did tremble^ Hab. iii. 
Nor did the Bleffed Spirit which animated 
thefe Writers forbid them the Ufe of Vifions, 
Dreams, the opening of Scenes dreadful and 
delightful, and the Introduftion of Machines 
upon great Occafions : The Divine Licence in 
this rcfpeft is admirable and furprizing, and the 
Images are often too bold and dangerous for 
an uninfpired Writer to imitate. Mr. Db n n i s 
ty ' ' ^'". " has 
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has made a noble Eflay to dilcover how 
much fuperior is inlpired Poefy to the brighteft 
and beft Defcriptions of a mortal Pen. Per- 
haps, if his Prapofal of Criticifm had been en- 
couraged and pureed, the Nation might have 
learnt more Value for the Word of GOD, 
and the Wits of the Age might have been 
fccgrcd from the Danger of Deifin -, while they 
muft have been forced to confefi at Icaft the 
Divinity of all the poetical Books of Scripture, 
when they fee a Gcmos nmning through them 
more than human. 

Who is there now will dare to affert, that 
the Doftrincs of our HoJv Faith will not in- 
dulge or endure a delightful Drefi ? Shall the 
French Poet * aflfiright us, by faying, 

De la foy d*un Cbfttien Jes Myfteres terribles^ 
V Ornemens egayez ne font point fufceptibles ? 

But the French Critic f, \t\ his Reflections 
upon Eloquence, tells us, " That the Majefty 
*' of our Religion, the Holinels of its Laws, 
*< the Purity of its Morals, the Height of its 
" Myfteries, and the Importance of every Sub- 
** jeft that belongs to it requires a Grandeur, 
•* a Noblenefs, a Majefty, and Elevation of 
« Style fuited to the Theme : Sparkling Images 
" and magnificent Expreflions muft be ufcd, 
^ and are bcft borrowed from Scripture : Let 
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** the Preacher^ that aims at Eloquence, read 
*''the Prophets inceffantly, for their Writings 
** are an abundant Source of all the Riches and 
*' Ornaments of Speech.'* And, in my Opinion,, 
this is far better Counfel than Horace gives > 
us, when he lays, , . 



'^Vos exemplaria Gr^eca 



NoSurnd verfaU Manu^ verfate diurnd^ 

As in the Condu6t of my Studies with re- 
^rd to Divinity, I have reafon to repent of 
nothing more than that I have not perufed tlie^ 
Bible with more frequency ; fo if I were to fet . 
up for a Poet, with a Defign to exceed all the 
modern Writers, I would follow the Advice of ^ 
Rapin, and read the Prophets Night and 
Day. I am fure, the Compofures of the fol- 
lowing Book would have been filled with much : 
greater Senfe, and appeared with much more 
agreeable Ornaments, had I derived a .larger 
Portion from the Holy Scriptures. . 

Besides, we may fetch a further Anfwer 
to Monf. Boileau's Objeftion, from other 
Poets of his own Country. What a noble Ufe 
have Racine and Corneille made of 
Chriftian Subjefts, in fome of their beft Tra- 
gedies? What a Variety of Divine Scenes are 
difplayed, and pious Paffions awakened in thofe 
Poems? The Martyrdom of Polyeucte, 
Jpw.doth it leigQ over our Love and Pity, and 

at 
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at the lame time animate our Zeal and Devo- 
tion! May I here be permitted the Liberty to- 
return my Thanks to that fair and ingenious 
Hand* that direfted me to fuch Entertain- 
ments in a foreign Language, which I had long 
wilhed for, and fcught in vain in our own. 
Yet I muft confefs, that the Davi d e is, and 
the two Arthurs, have fo far anfwered 
BoiLEAu*s Objedlion,. in Englijh^ as that the 
Obftacles of attempting Chriftian Poefy are 
broken down, and the vain Pretence of its be* 
ing impraflicable, is experimentally confuted +. 

It^ is true indeed, the Chriftian Myfteries 
have not fuch need of gay Trappings as 
beautified,, or rather compofcd,. the Heathen 
Superftitjon. But this mil makes for the- 
greater Eafe and furer Succefs of the Poet. 
The Wonders of our Religion, in a plain Nar- 
ration and a fimple Drefs, have a native Gran- 
deur, aESgnity, and a Beauty in them, though, 
ibcy do not utterly difdain all Methods of Or- 
nament. The Book ot the Revelations feem» 
t3 be a Prophecy in the Form of an Opera^ or 
a Dramatic Poem, where Divine Art illuftrates 
the Subjeft with many charming Glories j but 

ftill. 

• PbiUmeU. 

f Sir Richard B/dcimere^ in his a^dmirable Preface to. 
kis laft Poem entitled ^^^y,^ has more copioufly refuted 
all Roiieau's Arguments on this Subjedl, and that with great 
Joftice and Elegance 1723. I am perfuaded that many 
Masa who de^ife the Poem wc^d acknowledge the jutt . 
Sentiments of that Pre&:e«. 
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ftill it muft be acknowledged, that the nalccd ' 
Themes of Chriftianity have fomething bright- 
er and bolder in them, fomething more fur- 
prizing and celeftial than all the Adventures 
of Gods and Heroes, all the dazling Images 
of falfe Luftre that form and garnilh a Heathen* 
Song :, Here the very Argument would give 
wonderful Aids to th« Mufe, and the heavenly • 
Theme would fo relieve a dull Hour,- and a 
languifhing Genius, that when the Mufe nods,, 
the Senfe would burn and fparkle upon the 
Reader, and keep him feelingly awake. 

With how much lefs Toil and Expence 
raightaDRyDEN^anOTWAYjaCoNGREv^By 
or a Dennis, furnifliout a Chriftian Poem, 
than a modern Play? There is nothing amongft 
all the ancient Fables, or later Romances, that- 
havc two fuch Extremes united in them,. as 
the Eternal GOD. becoming an Infant of Days; 
the Poffeflbr of the Palace of Heaven laid to . 
fleep in a Manger; the Holy JESUSj who. 
knew no Sin, bearing the Sins of Men in his 
Body on the Tree ; Agonies of Sorrow loading, 
the Soul of Him who was GOD over all, 
bleffed for ever -, and the Sovereign of Life 
ftretching his Arms on a Crofs, bleeding and 
expiring : The Heaven and the Hell in our 
Divinity are infinitely more delightful and 
dreadful than the childifti Figments of a Dog 
with three Heads, the Buckets of the Belides^ 
the Furies with fnaky-Hairs,' or all the flowiy 

Stories 
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ies of Elyjium. And if we furvey the one 
hemes divinely true, and the other as a 
Uey of Fooleries which we can never bc- 
r, the Advantage for touching the Springs 
?aflion will fall infinitely on the Side of 
Chriftian Poet; our Wonder and our Love, 
Pity, Delight, and Sorrow, witli the long 
in of Hopes and Fears, mull needs be un- 
the Command, of an harmonious Pen, whofe 
y Line makes a Part of the Reader's Faith, 
is the very Life or Death of his Soul. 
F the trifling and incredible Tales that fur- 
out a Tragedy, are fo armed by Wit and 
q^, as to become Sovereign of the rational 
rers, to triumph over all the Affeftions, 
manage our Smiles and our Tears at Plea- 
; how wondrous a Conqueft might be oB- 
ed over a wild World, and reduce it, at 
t, to Sobriety, if the fame happy Talent 
e employed in drefling the Scenes of Reli- 
1 in their proper Figures of Majefty, 
letnels, and Terror ? The Wonders of Cre- 
g Power, of Redeeming Love, and Re- 
ing Grace, ought not to be thus impioufly 
lefted by thofe whom Heaven has endued 
1 a Gift fo proper to adorn and cultivate 
n •, an Art whofe fweet Infinuations might 
oft convey Piety in refitting Nature, and 
t the hardeft Souls to the Love of Virtue. 
; Affairs of this Life, with their Reference 
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to a Life to come, would flxine bright in a 
Dramatic Defcription •, nor is there any need 
or any Reafon why we fhould always borrow 
the Plan or Hiftory from the ancient Jews^ or 
primitive Martyrs •, though feveral of thefc 
would fumifli out noble Materials for this fort, 
of Poefy : But modern Scenes would be better 
underftood by moft Readers, and the Applica- 
tion would be much more eafy. The Anguifh^ 
©f inward Guilt, the fecret Stings and Racks 
and Scourges of Confcience -, the fweet retiring. 
Hours, and feraphical Joys of Devotion ; the 
Vidlory of a refolved Soul over a thoufand 
Temptations ; the inimitable Love and Paflion 
of a dying G OD 5 the awfiil Glories of the 
laft Tribunal ; the grand deciffve Sentence,* 
from which there is no Appeal -, and the con- 
fequent Tranfports or Horrors of the two e- 
ternal Worlds v^ thefe things maybe varioufly 
difpofed,. and form many Poems. How might, 
fuch Performances, under a Divine Blefling,. 
call back the dying Piety of the Nation to Life 
and Beauty ? This would make Religion ap- 
pear like itfelf, and confound the Blafphemies 
of a profligate World,, ignorant of pious Plea- 
fures. 

BiuT we have R^alon to fear, that the tune- 
fill Men of our Day have not raifed their Am- 
bition to fo divine a Pitch ; I fhould rejoice 
to fee more of this Cclcftial Fire kindling with- 
in 
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zvn ; for the FJafhes that break out in fbmc 
nt and paft Writings, betray an infernal 
:e. This the incomparable Mr. Cowl E y , 
e latter End of his Preface, and the inge- 
; Sir Richard Blackmore, in the 
nning of his, have fo pathetically defcrib'd 
lamented, that I rather refer the Reader 
loum with them, than detain and tire him 
. Thefe Gentlemen, in their large and 
arcd Works of Poefy, have given the 
:ld happy Examples of what they wilh and 
urage in Profe ; the One in a rich Variety 
Thought and Fancy, the Other in all the 
ing Colours of profufe and florid Diftion. 
r Ihorter Sonnets were compofed on fub- 
Subjeds, fuch as the Pfalms of David, 
the holy Tranfports interfperfed in the 
T Sacred Writings, or fuch as the moral 
s of Horace, and the ancient Lyricks ; 
rliiade myfelf, that the Cbriftian Preacher 
Id find abundant Aid from the Poet, in 
Defign to diffufe Virtue, and allure Souls 
5 O D. If the Heart were firft inflamed 
1 Heaven, and the Mufe were not left 
e to form the Devotion, and purfue a cold 
It, but only called in as an AflSftant to the 
rfhip, then the Song would end where the 
iration ceafes •, the whole Compofure would 
f a Piece, all meridian Light and nieri- 
Fervour ^ and the iame pious Flame would 
" "■ - " - be 
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be propagated, and kept glowing in the Heart'- 
of him that reads. Some of the fliorterOdcs 
of the two Poets now mentioned, and a few 
of the Reverend Mr. Norris*s Eflkys m 
Verfe, are convincing Inftances of the Succds 
of this Propofal. 

' It is my Opinion alfo, that the free and uo- 
confined Numbers of Pindar, or the noble 
'Meafures of Milton without RhiKie, would 
beft maintain the Dignity of the Theme, as 
well as give a Loofe to the devout Soul, ner 
check the Raptures of her Faith and Love. 
Though in my feeble Attempts of this kind, I 
have too often fettered my Thoughts in the 
narrow Metre of our Pfalm-Tranflators •, I 
have contrafted and cramped the Senfc, or rea- 
dered it obfcure and feeble, by the too fpeecj[y 
and regular Returns of Rhime. 

It my Friends exped any Reafon of the 
following Compofures, and o( the firft or Te- 
cond Publication, I entreat them to accept of 
this Account. 

The TifJe aflures ^hem that Poefy is not 
the Bufin^ls o^f my Life ; and if I feized thofe 
Hours of Lcifure, wherein my Soul was in a 
more fprightly Frame, to entertain tliem or 
my felf with a Divine or Moral Song, I hope 
I ihall find an eafy Pardon. 

In the Firjt Book are many Odes which 
were written to aflift the Meditations and 
Worfhip of Tulgar Chriftians, and with a De- 

I fign 
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s^n to be publifhed in the Volume oi Hymns^ 
-which have now paffed a Second ImpreiSion ; 
.but upon the Review, I found fome Expref- 
fions that were not fuited to the plwieft Ca« 
..pacity, and the Metaphors are too bold to 
.pleafe the weaker Chriftian, therefore I have 
allotted them a Place here. 

Amongst the Songs that are dedicated to 
Divine Love^ I think I may be bold to affert, 
. that I never compoied one Line of them with 
any other Defign than what they are applied 
to icre; and I have endeavoured to fecure 
^lh6m all from being perverted and dcbafed to 
wanton Paflions, by fcveral Lines in them that 
can never be applied to a meaner Love. Are 
oiot the nobleft Liftances of the Grace of Chrift 
reprefented under the Figure of a Conjugal 
Stote, and defcribed in one of the fweeteft 
.Odes, and the fofteft Pafloral that ever was 
written ? I appeal to Solomon *, in his Song^ 
and his Father David, in P/aL xlv. if Da- 
vid was the/ Author: And I am wellaflured, 
that I have never indulged an equal Licence : 
It was dangerous, to imitate, the Sacred Writers 
too nearly, in fo nice, an Affair. 

The Poems /acred to Virtue^ &c. were 
formed when the Frame and Humour of my 

Soul 

* SoUmon^s Soh^ was muck more in ufe among Pi-eachen 
and Wrkflts ;of Jhy'mty vhea thefe Poems were writtoi 
than it is now. 1736. 
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Soul was juft fuited to the Subjeft of my Verfe: 
The Image of my Heart is painted in them \ 
and if they meet with a Reader whofe Soul is 
akin to mine, perhaps they may agreeably en- 
tertain him. The Dulnefs of the Fancy, and 
Coarfenefe of Expreflion, will difappear ; the 
Samenefs of the Humour will create a Pleafure» 
and infenfibly overcome and conceal theDefefts 
of the Mufe. Young Gentlemen and Ladies^ 
whofe Genius and Education have given them 
a Relifh of Oratory andVerfe, may be tehipted 
to feek Satisfaftion among the dangerous EH- 
verfions of the Stage, and impure Sonnets, if 
there be no Provifion of a fafer kind made td 
pleafe them. While I have attempted to gra- 
tify innocent Fancy in this refpeft, I have not 
forgotten to allure the Heart to Virtue, and to 
raife it to a Difdain of brutal Pleafures. The 
frequent Interpofition of a devout Thought may 
awaken the Mind to a ferious Senfe of GOD, 
Religion, and Eternity. The fame Duty that 
might be delpifed in a Sermon, when propofcd 
to their Reafon, may here, perhaps, feize the 
lower Faculties with Surprize, Delight, and 
Devotion at once; and thus, by Degrees, dAw 
the fuperior Powers of the Mind to Piety. A* 
mongft the infinite Numbers of Mankind, there 
is not more Difference in their outward Shape 
and Features, than in their Temper and inward 
Inclination. Some are more eafily fufceptive 

of 
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of Religion in a grave Difconrfe and fedate 
Reafoning. Some are befl: frighted from Sin 
and Ruin by Terror, Threatning and Amaze- 
ment ; their Fear is the propereft Paflion to 
which we can addrefs ourielves, and begin the 
Divine Work: Others can feel no Motive fb 
powerful as that which applies itfelf to their In* 
genuity, and their polifli'd Imagination. Now 
I tboi^ht it lawful to take hold of any Handle 
of the Soul, to lead it away bedmes from vi* 
cious Pleafures ; and if I could but make up a 
Compofition of Virtue and Delight, fuited to 
the Tafte of well-bred Youth, and a refin'd E- 
ducation, I had fome Hope to allure and raife 
them thereby above the vile Temptations of 
degenerate Nature, and Cuftom, that is yet more 
degenerate. When I have felt a flight Inclina- 
tion to Satyr or Burlefque, I thought it proper 
to fupprels it. The grinning and the growling 
Mufe are not hard to be obtained *, but I would 
difdain their Afliflance, where a manly Invita- 
tion to Virtue, and a. friendly Smile may be fuc- 
ccfefully employed. Could I perluade any Man 
by a kinder Method, I ihould never think it 
proper to fcold or laugh at him% 

PiRHAPS there are fome morofe Readers, 
diat (land ready to condemn every Line that's 
written upon the Theme of Love -, but have 
we not the Cares and the Felicities of that fort 
of focial Life repinefented to us in the facred 

B Writings? 
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the unthinking >and • unknowing ; :^rpecially 
when there is a Shadow of this Praftice in thp 
Dfvine Pfalmift^ while he infcribes to AsAPij 
or Jed uT HUN his Songs that were made; for 
the Harp, or (which is all one) his Lyric Odes, 
tho' they are addrefs'd to GOD himfelf. 

In tht Poems vf .Heroic Meafure^ I have 
attempted in Rhime the fame Variety of Ca- 
dence, Cpmm^ and Period, which blank Verfe 
glories in asjts peculiar Elegance and Orna- 
* ment. Jt degrades the Excellency of the beft 
Verfificajtipn, when, the Xirics run on by Cou- 
plets, twenty together, juft in.the ,fame Pace, 
and with the fame Paufes. It Ippils 4;hejno- 
. bleft Pleafure of the Sound : The Reader is 
tired with the tedious Uniformity, or charmed 
to fleep with the unmai\ly Softnefs of the Num- 
jbers, and the perpetual Chime of even Ca- 
: deuces. ' 

In ^t^Effpy^s 'utiithtMt J^ime^ I have not 

fet up M1L.TON for a perfeft Pattern j tho* 

^he fhall be for ever honour*d as our Deliverer 

Yrom the Bondage. His Works contain admi- 

.jrable ^and.unequaird Inftances of. bright and 

beautiful Di6lion, as well as Majefly and Se- 

. reneneis of Thought. There are feveral Epi- 

. ibdes in his longqr Works, that ftand in fia- 

preme Dignity -without a Rival; yet all th^t 

vaft Reverence with which I read his Paradife 

Ufij cannQt pcrfuade me to be charm'd wii^i 

every 
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every Page of it The Length of his Ptriods^ 
and Ibmetimes of his Parenthefes, runs me out 
of Breath: Some of his Numbers feem too 
harih and unealy. I coi!iId never believe that 
Roughnels' and Obfcurity added* any thing to 
the true Grandeur of a Poem : Nor will I ever 
afieA Archaifmsj Eitoiicifms, and a quaint 
Uncouthnefi of Speech, in order to become 
perfe^y Miltatiian. *Tis my Opinion that 
Blank Verfe may be written with all due Ele- 
vation of Thought in a modem Stile, without 
borrowing any thirtg from CriAtfcER's Tales, 
or runnii^ back (o far as the Days of Coli n 
tbeSbepberd^znd the Reign of the Fairy ^en. 
The Odne& of an antique Sound gives but a . 
faUe Pleafiire to tfie Ear, and abufes the true 
Relifh, even when it works Delight. There 
were fome fuch Judges of Poefy among the 
old Ramans^ and Ma r. t i a e ingenioufly laughs 
at one of them, that was pleafed even to Afto- 
nilhment with oblblete Words and Figures. 

Attonitufqut hgis terrai frugiferaU 

So the ill-drawn Poftures and Diftortions of 
Shape that we meet with in Chinefe Pi6tures 
charm a fickly Fancy by their very Aukward- 
ods ; fb a diflemper'd Appetite will chew Coab 
ad Sand> and pronounce it guftfuL 

Bj In 
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In the Pindarics I have generally conformM 
my Lines to the fhorter Size of the Ancients,, 
and avoided to imitate the exceffive Lengths 
to which fome modem Writers have ftretch'd 
their Sentences, and elpeciaiJy the concluding 
Verfe, In thefe the Ear is the trucft Judge ; 
nor was it made to be enflavcd to any precife 
Model of elder or later times. 

Aft?r all, I muft petition my Reader to 
lay afide the four and fullen Air of Criticifm, 
and to aflume the Friend. Let him chufe fuch 
Copies to read at particular Hours, when the 
Temper of his Mind is fuited to the Song. 
Let him come with a Defire to be entertained 
and pleas'd, rather than to feek his own Dit 
gufi: and Averfion, which will not be hard to' 
find. I am not fo vain as to think there are 
no Faults^ nor fo blind as to efpy none: Tho* 
Ihope the Multitude of Alterations in this Se- 
cond Edition are not without Amendment. 
There is fo large a Difference between this and 
the former, in the change of Titles, Lines, 
and whole Poems, as weU as in the various 
Tranfpofltioris, that 'twould be ufelefs and end- 
kfe, and all Confufion, for any Reader to com- 
pare them throughout, The Additions alfo 
make up al'moft half the Book, and fome of 
thefe have need of as many Alterations as the 
former. Many a Line needs the File to polifti 
ihe Roughnels of it, and many a Thought 

wants 
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iiants richer Language to adorn anJ make it 

ihine. Wide Defeats and equal Superfluities 

may be found, • efpecially in the larger Pieces. ; 

but I have at prefent neither Inclination nor 

Leifure to corredt, ■ and I hope I never Ihall, 

'lis one of the biggeft.Satisfadbions I take in 

giving this Volume to die World, that I ex* 

peft to be for ever free, from the Temptation 

of making or mending Poems again *. So that 

my Friends, niay be pierfisftly fecure ag^nfl: this 

Impreflion's growing wafte upon their Hands, 

and ufelefs as the former has done. Let Minds 

that are better fiirnilh^d for fuch Performances 

puriuc tftfife Scudies,^ i£ they are convinced that 

Poefy can be made ferviceable to Religion and 

Virtue. As for my (elf, I almoft blufh to 

liiink thtt £ l^e read fo littfe, and written fo 

much. The following Years of my Life fhall 

be mttr.entifelyr dfevotod- to. the iinn>ediate and 

diie£t Labcufs of my Station, excepting thofe 

Hours that may be employed in finifhing my 

ImitadoQ of the Pfalms of David, in Chrit 

tian. Language, which I have now promis'd 

thcWorklt- 

I cannot court the World to purchafe this 

Book for their Pleafure or Entertainment, by 

B 4 telling 

• Naturam expellas furci licet ^ u/que reeurret. Hor. 
Will this fliort Note of Horace excufe a Man who has rO' 
(xflitd Nature many Years^ but has been fometimei ovef- 
come? 1736. £dition the 7th. 

+ In the year 17 19 thefe were finiihed and prixited* 
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telling *em that any one Copy entirely pfeaies 
me. The beft of them finks below the Idea 
which I form of a Divine or Moral Ode. He 
that deals in the Myfteries of Heaven, or ol 
the Mufes, ihould be a Genius of no vulgai 
Mould : And as the Name Vates belongs to 
both ; fo the Furniture of both is comprised 
in that Line of Horacb^ 

Cut Mens Dhimor^ atque Os 
Magna Sonaturum-""''-^ 

But what Juvenal fpake in his Age, 
abides true in ours : A compleat Poet or a 
Prophet is iiieh a one i : 

'^^alemneqmomonjirare^ (S fentio taniim^ 

■ • .1 . 

Perhaps neither of thefe Charafters in 
Perfcftion fhall ever be feen on Earthy till the 
feventh Angel has founded his awful Trumpet \ 
till the Viftory be compleat over the Beaft and 
Jiis Image, when the Natives of Heaven fhali 
join in Confort with Prophets and Saints, and 
ling to their gdld«i Harps Salvation^ Honour 
and Glory to. him that Jits ufonJbe Throne j and 
to ihe. La m b for ever. 1 

May i4i 1709. 

. : On 



On Reading 

SACREI>i,TO 
PlETY an4 DE\?OTiON. 

REgard the Man, who, in S^afJ^ic Lays, 
jindjbwing Nund^rs, Jimgs bis Mak§r'$ ftaiffi 
He needs invoke no fabled Muje*t Art, 
The hsavenfy Song comes genuine from bit Heart, 
From that pure Heart, nuhicb GOD bas de^d Unjoin 
With holy Raptures^ and a facred Firs, 
Tbrice happy Man ! <wbofe Soul, an4 guiklffsBreafl^ . 
Are twell prepared to lodge iP Almighty Gueft ! 
'Tis HE that lends tby tow* ring Tto^bts their Wingy 
And tunes thy Lyre, when thou attempfji to Jing : 
HE to thy Soul lets in celefiiai Day, 
Ev'n tjobilft imprifoi^d in this mortal Clay, 
By Death" s grim AJ^S thou art not alarmed] 
HE, for thy Sake, has DeatBttfitTdifarih^d ; ' 
Norjball the Grame o'er thti d Vth^ryboafi', '" ' 

Her Triumph in thy RifingfialHe loft, - - ^ 

When thou fljalt join tb* angelic Choirs above ^ 
h nevir-ending Songs of Praifi and Love. 

' ' £uSERIAr 

B5 TO 
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Mr.'Vf A T T S, 

b N H I S 

POEMS facredtoDBvoTio 

'TpV? murmmiitg Streamsy in tender Strains, 

X My penfi<ve'Mttfe tso more 

, Of havens enchanting Force complains, 
J^ong the ftvvSry Shore. 
II. 
No more M i r t i l lo V fatal Face 

My quiet Breafi alarmsy 
His Eyesy his Air, and youthful Grace, 
Have up their ufual Charms, 

No gay khi.xiB in the Grove 

Shall he my future Sihenit : 
Hum vfith an immortett'Love,- ; 

And Jing a purer Fl^fne, • . 

. ' ly," * 

Seraphic Heights Ifeemiogain^ 
And f acred Tr an/ports feel^ 
WkHe,^ WATTS, to thy celejlial Strain, 
' '"^rprm'i, lliften fiill. 
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V. 
Vie gliding Streams their Courfe forbear^ 

When I thy Lays repeat ; 
Theleadvfg F^refi lends an Ear ; 
ne Birds their Notes forget, 
VI. 
With fuch a graceful Harmony 
Thy Numbers fiill prolong ; 
dnd let remotefi Lands repfy^ 
And eccho to thy Song, 
VII. 
Far as the- difiant Regions^ nvhere 
The beauteous Morning fprings, 
Andfcatters Odours through the Air^ - 
Trwi her refplendent Wing ; 
VIII. 
Vnto the nemyfound ReaJifiSf. nuhichjti 

The latter Sun arife^ 
Whtn^ fwith an eajy Progrefi^ he 

Rolls do'wn the Nether Skie$i, . • ; - 

July, 1706. 
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Mr. I. WAT T S, 

On reading his 

HORJE LYRICiE. 



HAILf heaven-horn Mufe ! fhatnuitb celeJHatFhmi^ 
And highferaphic Numbers^ durft aitemft 
ITo gain thy native Skies. No common Theme- 
iienU^Jfynotight, filf-confcious of a Soul 
Superior, though on Earth detained a-nvhiU i 
Liie /0me propitious Angel, that'^s defigtCd 
A ReJUent in this inferior Orb,. 
^0 guide the wan^h-ing Smtls /• heavenly Blifs, 
Thoufeen^fi; nvhi/e thou their iverlajiing Songs 
Hafifung to mortal Ears, and down to Earth 
^ransferV the Work of Heaven j v)ith H^oughit fuhlinUp 
And high fomrous Words, thoufweetlyfin^fi 
Ifo thy immortal Lyre. AmaTid, wi view 

% ' fhi 



Ui Hnv'ring Height fimpenAuSi nvUte tlfi» Jufr'^Jf 
Above tbg Reach of imJ^ar Ejis or ThoMght, 
Hymnit^th^ eternal Faihen as of Old 
Whix/rji ty J/mightyfrom the dark Ahjfs 
Qfgverlafiimg Night and Siknce calPd 
fhejhinifig Worlds w^ifh one creating Word, 
And raised from nothing all the heavenfy Hofis,- 
And with external Glories flN the Foid, 
Harmonious Seraphs tun* d their gohlen Harps t 
And with their chearfkl Halleligaks hlefs^d 
The house teotis Author of their Happinefs f' 
from Ofh to Orh tF alternate Mufick rangf 
And from the Cryfied Arches of the Sfy 
Reached our then glorious World, the native Seat 
Of thefirft happy Fair, nuho joined their Sot^s 
To the loud Ecc]^'*s oftV Angelic Choirs, 
And fir d with hlifsful Hymns, terreftrial Heaven^ 
The Paradife of (Sod where all Delights 
Abounded, and the pure Ambrofial Air, 
fann^dhymildZebppts, hrtatPd eUmal Swoeets^ 
Forbidding Death and Sorronxf, and hejfow'd 
irejh heavenly Bloom, and gay immortal Tbuth^ 

Net Jo, alas! the *oile Apoftate Xaciy 
Who in mad Joys their brutal Hours employ* d^ 
Affaulting nuith their impious Blajphemies 
The Fower fufreme that gave ^em Life ami Breath i 
he ornate Fiends I outragious they deffd 
TlPEtemaPs Thunder, and Almighty Wrath 
harlifs provoFd, which aU the other Devils 
Wmld dread to meei I remeuArtngvotUthoDay 



When 



WhiH drkmfrm fwt immirgul Seats above, 
A Fiery Tempefthm^d'em ^wiw the Skm, 
And hung upm the RBAr, urging their PM 
To the darky deeff unfathomahU Gu^k, 
Where bound onfulpVnmt Lakes to glowing Rocks 
With Adamantine Chains^ they, wail their Wois^ 
And know Jbhov ah Great a$ twell as Gc^di . 
And jixd for ever ly Eternal Faie, 
With Horror find his Arm Oiaaifotm^ 

Prodigious Madmfs ! theU the faered Muft, 
Firft taught in Beameit to memst immortal EUghU^ 
And trace the houndUfi Glories of the Sfyi 
Should nowL to- evgl^t Idol be^/eljftiotuu. 
And curfe the Deity Jbt mice adgt^dy 
Brewing Trophies t^ each fordid V^es^ ^ 

And celebratis^ the ss^emal Fraife 
Of haughty Lucifer,, the defjperate^ Foe 
Of God and Man, and winning every Hour 
New Votaries- t»Hdi, nAihile alJ the Fiends. 
Hear thefe accmfed Le^i, and thus outi^e. 
Raging they try to mat^ the. Human. Race, 
Redoubling all their Hellijh Blafphemies^ 
And with loud Curfes rend the gloomy Vault, 

Ungrateful Mortals / ah! too lateyeu^l find 
What 'tis t» banter Henven and' laugh at Hell ; . * 
To drefs up Vice infalfe delvfive Charms^ 
And with gay Colours paint her hideous Face^ 
Leading befotttd Seuls thro" Jhw'ty Paths^^ 
In gaudy Dniomsy and vain ftmta flick Joys 



fo ^fmal Scenes tf evirhJHng Woe ; 

When the great JudgeflfmU rear his enuflst fhvve, 

Andragimg Flames furroumi the trenihUng Globe^ 

While the loud thunders roar from Pole to Pole, 

And the laft Trump atjoakes thejleefing Dead \ 

And guilty Souls to ghafih^ Bodies driven. 

Within thofe dire eternal Prtfousjhuty 

ExpeB their fad inexorable Doom, 

Say now, ye Men of Witl What Turn ofTbon^t 

Will pleafg you then f Mat, bow dull and foor^ 

Ev*n to your fehoes tuiUyour kwd Flightt etffeetr I 

How will you ennfytheathe bapfyFatw 

Of Idiots ! and perhaps in vainyou^fl nvi/b^ 

Tou^d been as <very Fools as once you thought 

Others, for the fuhlimeft Wifdom fcorn'di 

When pointed Lightnings from the ^wrathful Judge 

Shall Jinge your Laurels, and the Men 

Who thought they flew fo high, Jballfallfo lonA0^ 

No more, my Mufe, of that tremendous Thought, 
Refume thy more delightful Theme, andfing 
HP Immortal Man, that <with Immortal Verfe 
'Ri'vals the Hymns of Angels, and like them 
Defpifes mortal Criticks idle Rules : 
While the celeftial Flame that warms thy Scul 
Infpiresus, and twitb holy Tranfp^s moves 
Our labouring Minds, and nobler Scenes^ prefents 
Than all the Pagan Pwts .ever fungi 
Homer, ^r Virgil; and far fweeter Notes 
fhan Horace C'ver taught his founding Lyre, 
Aadfurerfar, tho^yik^iih\s^s f elf might feem 



AmodeflfiitinoufCbrifliaHDdys. 

May tbofi fitfpttin and ne^Qei lie^ 

N9 m9n let Men he fond offab^loui Gods^ 

Nor Heathen Wit dhaucb Me Chriftian Line^ 

While nuith the coarfe and daubing Faint vje hide 

Thefiining Beauties of- eternal Truth, 

That in her native Dty/s appears mofi bright. 

And charms the Eyes of Angels y — Oh I like thee 

Let emerp nobler Genius tune his Voice 

To SubjeSs wDorthy of their towering Thoughts. 

Let HEAVEN and Anna then your tuneful Art 

Improve, and confecrate your deathlefs Lays 

To Him who reigns ab9ve, and Her who rules below* 



April 17, tyo6. 

Joseph Standi? 




TO 

Mr. W AT T Sr 

ON H IS 

DIVINE poems; 



SJTl Human SerapS, nnbenei thaf charmii^ Fora^ 
That Flame! that Spul! which animates eatbLinti 
Aid how it runs with fuch a graceful Eafi^ 
Uadedwith ponderous Senfi I Say, did not He 
^e lovely Jesvs, nvho commands thy Breafi, 
hfpire thee with himfelff With Jesus dwelts^ 
tmt in myfterious Bands,, the Paraclete, 
'^e Breath of GO Dyltti mtrldfing Source 
0/ Love : And what is ttve inr S^uls like thine, , 
iutJir, and Incenfe t6 the Poet's Fire f 
^uld an expiring Saint *whofe fwimming Eyes, 
llingle the Images of things ahout him, 
^ut bear the leaf exalted of thy Strains, . 
hw greedily be^d drink the Mufick in, , 

Thinking 



TlbiftUng his Heav*niy Cott'vo^i'nvaited near! 

So great a Strefs of powerful Harmony^ 

Nature unable loager to. fufiai^,, , . j^; v-"^ \ 

fVouU Jtnk cppi-ofMnAiUbJey to ttaliefi I^^ : , 

Let none henceforth of providence complain ^ . 
As if the World of Spirits lay unknown, 
Fenced round wth black impenetrable Night ; : 
What tho^ nojbining Angel darts from thence 
With Leave to puhlijb things xonceatd from Senfe^ -. 
In Language bright at theirs, lue are-hire told^- 
When Ltfeits ntrrow *Jtound of Yeairs 'hath roird. 
What Uis employs the Blefid, nuhat makes their Blifi i : 
Songs fuch at WATTS' J <«rr, and la*ve like his. 

But then, deiar ^, i^ caufims hnoyok ufi%X V . j 
^0' Tratf^SrtsJo intenfefyrais^ dyour Miife^' 
Left, njuhilft th^ ecfiatick Impulfeyouobey^ 
7hi Soul hap out, and dropthfdulhr Cliff, . 

• . . V ^^ ^''- 

Sept.4, i7o6;.« .'•■■■'• ; ■■' 

Henry GWovj 
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T O 

Dr, W AT T S, 

On the Fifth Edition of liis 

B RM L Y R I CM. 

Sovereign of Sacred Verfe ; accept the Lays 
Of a ymng Bard thtct dares attempt tfy Praijel , 
A Mufff the mean eft if the ^vecalTihrotig, , 
Alfw to the BofSf n§r equal' t9 the Song. 
Wd twth the grewing Ghries of Hby Fermr 
Jeim all hev Bwftri t^celebraa tly Namti 



Na vulgar TJfimes thffmi Mt^ ftig^gh 
No Scenes of Luft pollute thy f acred Page. 
You in Majfftick Numbers mount the Siies$ 
And meet defcending Angels as you rife^ 
Wbofejuft Jpplaufes charm the crowded Graves, 
And Addison thy tuneful Seng approves* 
loftHarmorrf and manly Vigour join 
Toprm the Beauties of each fprightlj Line^ 
For every Grace of every Muje is thine, 
Milton, immortal Bardy Divinely Bright^ 
Conduffs his Fav*tite to the Realms of Light. 
Where Raphael'/ Lyre charms the celeftlal Throngs 
Dcli^hud Cherubs Ujt*ning to the Song : 



\ 



From 



From Sfifi to Bii/s the htipfy Beings wT 

And taftftbt Znuests of Mufick and of LovtC 

But 'when the fofur Scenes of Life you painty - 

And Join the beauteous Flrgiv to the Saint, 

When you defcribe hotv finu the happy Pairs^ -> 

Whofe Hearts united foften^ll their Cares, « 

We fee to 'whom the fvueeteft Joys beUng, * 

AndMtKh's Beauties confecrate your Song. ~ 

Fain the unnumberd Graces I 'would tell. 

And on the pleafing^heme far ever dwell j 

But the Mufe faints, unequal to the FUght\ - 

And hears thy Strains fwith Wonder and Delight.'^ 

When Tombs of Princes /ball in Ruins lie. 

And all, but- Heaven-born Yitty Jhall die. 

When that lafii^rumpet *wakes the fiknt Dead;-* 

And* each lafcivious Poet hides his Head, 

With thee fiall thy divine Urania nfe^ * 

Crowned <withfrefij Laurels, to thy native Sties r 

Great How and Govgk fii^esll baU thee^on tbf Wetf^i^ 

And voelcome thee to the bright Realms of Day, 

Adapt thy tuneful Notes to Heavenly Strings, 

Aadjm the Ly^ Ode while fome fofir Seraph fit^rr 



Sic ^rat,' fic optat • 
T^ii amantiffimus ^ 



BklTANNICU?. 




RM LTRICM. 



B O O K L 

ed to Devotion and Piety:* 



Worjhipping with. Fear. 

I. 

jHO dares attempt th' Eternal Name, 
With Notes of mortal Sound ? 
Dangers and jGlories guard the Themf, 
^y^ And fpread' Defpair around. 

II. 
£Uon waits t'obey his Frown, 
I Heaven attends his Smile ; 
sath of Lightning anna his CtowA, 
Love adorns it fiill. 



m- 



iir. 

.Celeflial King, oar Spirits lie, 
. Trembling beneath thy Feet, 
Andwifli, and-caft a longing Eye, 
To reach thy lofty Seat, 

IV. 

When (hall we fee the Great Unknown, 

And in thy Prefence ftand ? 
Reveal the Splendors of thy Throne, 

But (hield us with thy Hand. 
' . . V, 

In thee what endleft Wonders meet ! 

What various Glory fhinest 
The crofling Rays too fiercely beat 

Upon our hunting Minds. 
VI. 
!?Vngels are loft in fweet Surprize 

If thou unvail thy Grace ; 
And humble Awe runs thro' the Skies, 

When Wrath arrays thy Face. 
VII. 
When Mercy joins with Majefty 

To fpread their Beams abroad. 
Not all their faireft Minds on high 

ArQ Sh^ows of a God. 
VIII. 
The Works the ftrongeft Seraph lings 

In a too feeble Strain, 
And labours hard on all his Strings 

To reach thy Thoughts in vain. 



iSacnd to Dbvotiom, &c. 

IX. 
I Created Powers, how^K/tak-.tliey be! ' 

How fhort our Praifes hi\\ 
So much akin to Nothing We, 

J^nd thou th' Eternal All. 



JJking Leave, to fing. 

I. 

YET, migjity GOD. indulge ray Tongue, 
Nor let thy Thunders roar, 
Whilft the young JNIotes and venturous Song 
To Worlds of Gloiy fear. 

If. 
M thou my daring Flight ioHbid 

The Mufe folds up her Wingsi 
Or at thy Word her flender Rieed 

Attempts Almighty Thing?. 
•III. 
Her flender Reed infpir*d by Thee 

Bids a new Ei/e»'ffow, 
With blooming.Lift on cveiy Tree, 

And ^reads a Heav*n below. 

IV.- 
She mocks the Trumpet-s loud Alarms 

Fiird with thy dreadfid Breath ; 
And calls th" Angelick Hofts to Arms, 

To give tiie-K^Miotis^Death. ^ 

V. 
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V. 

Alt when (he taftes her &Tkmr*8 Love, 

And feek the Rapture ftrong, 
::?Scarce the divineft Harp above 

Aims at a Tweeter Song. 



,^^>i'^?^ 



Divine Judgments^ 

i: .,. .. , . . 

NO T • from the Duft my Sorrows fpring. 
Nor drop my Comforts from the lovv^er Skies ^ 
Let all theljancful Planets fhed 
Tl>eir mingled Curfes on my Head, 
How vain their Curfes, if th* Eternal King 
Look thro* the Clouds and blefi me with his £)yes. 
Creatures with all their'boadcd Sway 
Are but his Slaves, and muil obey^ 
They wait their Orders fit>m abpvi^. 
And. execute his Word, the Vengeance, or the Love. 

' n. 

*Tis by a Warrant from his- Hand 

The gentler Gales are bound to fleep-: 
The Vorth Wind bluflers, and aflhmes Conmumd 

Over the Defert and the Deep ; 

Old Boreas with his freezing Powers 
Turns the Earth Iron, makes the Ocean Glafs^ 
Arrefls the dancing Riv*]efes as they na^, 

v^^d chains mem movelefi to vom Shores i 



i 

^' Sacred t^ Devotion, &c. 5 

The grafing Ox lows to due gdid Skies, 
- Walks o'er the Marble Meads with widiering Eyw, 
Walks o*er the folid Lake^ fiiu& 1^ the Wind, and dies. 

IIL 
Fly to the Polar World, my Song, 
And mourn the Pilgrims there, (z wretched Throng f) 

Seiz'd and bound in rigid Chains, 
A Troop of Statues on the Ruffian Plains, 
And Ulk ilands frozen in the Purple Veins. 
Atheiil, fbibear; no more.bIaipheme: 
God has a thouiand Terrors in his Name, 
A thouiand Armies at Conunand, 
Waiting the Signal of his Hand, 
And Magazines of Froil, and Magazines of Flamc* 
Dfefs thee in Steel to meet his Wrath j 
His (harp Artillery from the North 
Shall pierce thee to the Soul, and fhake thy mortal PrathAj 
Sublime on Winter's rugged Wings 
He rides in Arms along the Sky, 
And fcatters Fate on Swains and Kings ; 

And Flocks and Herds, and Nations die ; 
While impious Lips, profanely bold. 
Grow pale; and, quivering at his dreadful Cold, 
Give their own filafphemies the Lie. 

IV. 

The Mifchiefe that infeft the Earth, 
When the hot Dqg-ftar fires the Realms on high. 
Drought and Difeafe, and cruel Dearth, 
• Are but the Flalhes of a wrathful Eye 
From the incensed Divinity. 

C In 
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In vain our parching Palates thirft 
For vital Food in vain we cry. 

And pant for vital Breath i 
The verdant Fields are burnt to Duft, 
The Sun has drunk the Channels dry, 

And all the Air is Death. 
Ye Scourges of our Maker's Rod, 
*Tis at his dread Command, at his imperial Nod 
You deal your various Plagues abroad. 

V. 
Hail, Whirlwinds, Hurricanes and Floods 
That allthe leafy Standards ftrip. 
And bear down, with a mighty Sweep 
The riches of the Fields, and Honours pf the Woods ; 
Storms, that ravage o'er the Deep, 
And bury Millions in the Waves ; 
Earthquakes, that in Midnight-Sleep 
Turn Cities into Heaps, and make our Beds our Graves-; 

While you difpcnfe your mortal Harms, 
'Tis the Creator's Voice that founds your loud Alarms, 
When Guilt with louder Cries provokes a God to Arms. 
VL 

for a Meffage from above 
To bear my Spirits up ! 

Some Pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my Terrors and fupport my Hope ! 

Let Waves and Thunders mix and roar. 
Be thou piy God, and the whole World is mine : 
While thou art Sov'reign, I'm fecure ; 

1 (hall be rich till^hou art poor ; 

For all I fear, and all I wiih, Hcav'n, Earth and Hell ar 
thine. 

Eart 



Sacred to Devotion, &c. j 

Earih and Heaven. 

I. 

HAST thou not feen, impatient Boy ? 
Haft thou not read the folcmn Truth, 
That grey Experience writes for giddy Youth 
On every Mortal Joy ? 
Plea/ure muft he dajhi'd nvitb Pain : 
And yet with heedlefs Hafle, 
The thirfty B6y repeats the Tafte, 
Nor hearkens to Defpair, but tries the Bowl again. 
The Rills of Pleafurc never run fmcere ; 

( Earth has no unpolluted Spring) 
From the curs'd Soil fome dangVous Taint they bear ; 
So Rofes grow on Thorns, and Honey wears a Sting, 

II. 
In vain we feek a Heaven below the Sky ; 

The World has falfc, but flattering Charms : 
Its diftdnt Joys fhow big in our Efteem, 
But leflen ftill as they draw near the Eye ; 
In our Embrace the Vifions die. 
And when we grafp the airy Forms 
We lofe the pleafing Dream. 
III. 
Earth, with her Scenes of gay Delight, 
Is but a Landddp rudely drawn, 
[ With glaring Colours, and falfe Light ; 
p C a Diftancc 
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Diflance commends it to the Sight, 

For Fools to gaze upon j 
But bring the naufeous JDaubing nigh, 
Coarfe and confus'd the hideous Figures He, 
Diffolvc the Pleafure, and ofFend the Eye. 

IV. 
Look up, my Soul, pant tow'rd th' Eternal Hills ; 

Thofe Heav'ns are &irer than they feem ; 
There Pleafures all fincere glide on in Cryftal Rills, 
There not a Dr^ of guilt defiles. 
Nor Grief difturbs the Stream. 
That Canaan knows no noxious Thing, 
No curfed Soil, no tainted Spring, 
Nor Rofes grow on Thorns, nor Honey wears a Sting. 



^i3ESSj^maSiSS2gSS2S2(S 



Felicity jihove. 

I, 

NO, 'tis in va'n to feck for Blifs j 
For Blifs can ne'er be found 
'Till we arrive where Jesus is. 
And tread on heav'nly Ground. 
II. 
There's nothing round thefe painted Skies, 

Or round his dully Clod j 
Nothing, my Soul, that's worth thy Joys, 
Or lovely as thy Go d. 

a ' m.'7 



Sacred to Devotion, &c. 
IIL 

'Tis Heav'n on Earth to taftc his Love, 

To feel his quickning Grace j 
And all the Heav'n I hope above 

h but to fee his Face. 

IV. 
Why move my Years in flow Delay ? 

God of Ages! why? 
Let the Spheres cleave, and mack my waf 

To the fuperior Sky. 

V. 
Dear Sovereign, break thefe vital Stnngi 

That bind me to my Clay \ 
Take me, Uriel, on thy Wifigi# 

And ftretch and foar away. 



God's Domimon and Decrees. 

I. 

KEEP Silence, dl created Things, 
And wait .your Maker's Nod: 
The Mufe flands trembling while (he iings 
The Honours of her God. 
II. 
Life, Death, and Hell, and Worlds unknown 

Hang on his firm Decree : 
He fits on no precarious Throne, 
Nor borrows Leave to Be. 

C 3 m. The 
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III. 

Th' Almighty Voice bid ancient Night 

Her endlefs Realms reiign. 
And lOy ten thoufand Globes of Light 

In Fields of Azure fhine. 

Now Wifdom with fuperior Sway 

Guides the vafl moving Fram^, 
Whilft all the Ranks of Being pay 
Deep Rev'rence to his Name. 
V. 
Heipakcj The Sun obedient ftood. 

And held the falling Day : 
Old Jordan backward drives his Floods 

And difappoints the Sea. • . • 

yi. 

Lord of the Armies of the Sky, . . . . , ^ ^ . - . 

He marihals all the Stars ; -^^ « .. . . — 

Red Comets lift their Banners high. 

And wide proclaim his Wars.. 

• vn. 

Chain'd to his Throne a Volume lies. 

With all the Fates of Men, 
With tvery Angel's Form and Size 
Drawn by th' eternal Pen. 

VIII. 
His Providence unfolds the Book, - 
And makes his Counfels fhine : 
Each opem'ng L.eaf, and every Stroke, 
- Fulfils fome deep Defign. 

IX. Her« 



Sccred to Devotion, &c. ii 

IX. 

}^tit he exalts neglcded Worms 

To Scepters and a Crown ; 
Anon the following Page he turns. 

And treads the Monarch down. 
X. 
Not Gabriel aflcs the Reafon why. 

Nor God the Reafon gives ; 
Nor dares the Favourite -Angel pry. 

Between the folded Leaves. 
XL 
My G o D, I never long'd to fee 

My Fate with curious Eyes, 
What gloomy Lines are writ for m^ 

Or what bright Scenes ihall rife. 
XIL 
\ diy £ur Book of Life and Grace 

May I but find my Name, t 
Recoided in fome humble Place , 

Beneath my Lord the Lamb. 



Self'Confecration. 



IT grieves me. Lord, it grieves me fore. 
That I have liv'd to thee no more. 
And wafled half my Days ; 

C 4 My 
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My inward Pow'rs (hall burn and flame 
With Zeal and Paflion for thy Name, 

I would not fpeak, but for my God, nor move, 
his Praife. 

II. 
What are my Eyes but aids to fee 
The Glories of the Deity 
Infcrib'd with Beam^ of Light 
On Flow'rs and Stars ? Lord, I behold 
The fhining Azure, Green and Gold ; 
But when I try to read thy Name, a Dinmcfi veils my 

m. 

Mine Ears are rais'd when Firgil fings 

Sicilian Swains, or Trojan Kwp, 

And drink the Muiic in : 
Why fhould the Trumpet's brazen Voice; 

Or Oaten Reed awake my Joys, 
And yet my heart fo ftupid Ke when fecitd HynuM 1 

IV. ' ;•- ■ 
Change me, O God ; my Refii fliall be 
An Inilrument of Song to thecf> 
And thou the Notes infpire : 

My tongue Ihall keep the heav'niy Chime, 

My chearfil Kflfe ibulff beat thb Time» 
And fweet >^iety oF Sound (hall In thy Praife confp 
V. 

The deareft Nerve about my Heart, 

Should it refafe to bear a Part, 
With my melodious Breath, 

I'd tear away the vital Chord, 

A bloody Vi£lim to my L o r d. 
And live without that impious String, or (hew m 

- in Death. 



Sacred to Devotion, &Ci 13 



The Creator and Creatures. 

I. 

GO D is a Name my foul adores, 
Th' Almighty Three, th' Eternal One; 
Namre and Grace, with all their Pow'rs, 
Confefs the Infinite Unknown. 
II. 
From thy Great Self thy Being (prings ; 
Thou art thine own Original, 
Made up of uncreated Things, 
And Self-fufiicience bears them all. 

UI. 
Thjr Voice produc'd the Seas and Spheres, 
Bid the Waves roar, and Planets (hine ; 
But nothing like thy Self appears. 
Thro* all thefe fpacious Works of thine, 

IV. 
Stin reSleis Nature dies and grows | 
From Change to Ch^ge the Creatures run : 
Thy Being no Succeffipn knows. 
And all thy vaft Defigns are one : 

V. 
A Glance of thipe runs thro' the Globes, 
Knies the brigl^t Worlds, and moves their Frame : 
Broad Sheets of Light compofe thy Robes j 
Thy Guards are form'd of liying^Flame, 

C5 VI. Throne* 
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VI. 
Tluones and Dominions round thee hWy 
And worlhip in fubmiilive Forms ; 
Thy Prefence (hakes this lower Ball, 
This little Dwelling-place of Worms. 

VII. 
How ftiall aiFrighted Mortals dare 
To fing thy Glory or thy Grace, 
Beneath thy Feet we lie fo far. 
And fee but Shadows of thy Face ? 

VIII. 
Who can behold the blazing. Light ? 
Who can appioach confuming Flame ? 
None but thy Wifdom knows thy Might ; 
None but thy Word can fpeak thy Name. 



^he Nativity of Christ. 
r. 

^ QHEPHE.RDS, rejoice, lif^up your Eyes^ 

O ** And fend your Fears away j 
** News from the Region of the Skies,. 

**• Salvation's bom to day. 
II. 
^* JESUSrihe God whom Angels fear, 

** Cotnes down to dwell with you $ 
*• To day he makes his- Entrance here, 

" Bat not as Monarcht do, 

in. •* N 
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m. 

; " No Gold, nor purple fwadling Bands, 
" Nor Royal fhining Things ; 
''A Manger for his Cradle fhnds, 
I " And holds the King of Kings. 
\ IV. 

" Go, Shepherds, where the Infant lies, 

" And fee his humble Throne ; 
'* Widi Tears of Joy in all your Eyes, 
" Go, Shepherds, kifi the Son." 
; V. 

Thus Gi7^r/>/ fang, and flraic around 
: The heavenly Armies throng. 

They tune their Harps to lofty Sound, 
^ And thus conclude the Song : 

i VI. 

" Glory to Ggd that reigns above, 
" Let Peace furround the Earth ; 
" Mortals (hall know their Maker's Love, 
" At their Redeemer's Birth." 
VII. 
Lord ! and fhall Angels have their Songs, 

And Men no Tunes to raife ? 
may we lofc thcfe itfelefs Tongues 
When they forget to praife !■ 
VIIL 
Gbiy to Go D that reigns above, 
I That pitied us forlorn. 
We join to fing oujr Maker's Love, j 

For there's a Saviour bom. 

C6 Gob 
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God Glorious^ and Sinners Saved. 

I. 

FATHER, how wide thy Glory (hincs ? 
How high thy wonders rife I 
Known thro' the Earth by thoufand Signs, 
By thoufand thro* the Skies. 
II. 
Thofe mighty Orbs proclaim thy Power, 

Their Motions fpeak thy Skill ; 
And on the Wings of every Hour, 
We read thy Patience ftill. 
III. 
Part of thy Name divinely ftands 

On all thy Creatures writ. 
They (hew the Labour of thine Hands, 
Or Impr«{s of diy Feet. . 

IV. 
But when we view thy ftrange Dciign 

To fave rebellious Worms, 
Where Vengeance and Compaflion join 
In their divineft Forms; 
V, 
Our Thoughts are loft in reverend Awe J 

We love and we adore ; 
The firft Arch-Angel never faw 
So much of G o D before. 

VLF 
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VI. 

Here the whole Deity is known. 

Nor dares a Creature gueis 
Wiridi of the Glories brighteft ihone. 

The jufUcc or the Grace. 

vir. 

When Sinners broke the Father's Laws. 

The dying Son atones ; 
Oh the dear Myfteries of :his Crofe ! 

The Triumph of his Groans ? 
Vill. 
Now the full Glories of the L a m b 

Adorn the heavenly Plains ; 
Sweet pherobs leam Immafm^Ps Name, 

^d try their choicefl Stains. 
IX. 
may I bear fbme humble part 

hi that Immortal Song I 
Wonder and Joys fhall tune my Heart, 

And Love command my Tjoagne. 




7^ 
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^be HumhU Enquiry. 
A Frmch Sonnet imitated. 1695. 

Grand Dieuy tes Jugemens, 8cc. 

I. 

GRACE rules below, and fits enthronM above. 
How few the Sparks of Wrath ! how flow they move. 
And drop and die in boundlcfs Seas of Love ! . 

II. 
But me, vile Wretch ! ftiould pitying Love embrace 
Deep in its Ocean, Hell' it felf would blaze^ 
And flafh, and bum me thro' the boundlefs Seas; 

III. 
Yea, Lord, my Guilt to fuch a Vaftnefs grown 
Seems to confine thy Choice to Wrath alone. 
And calls thy Power to vindicate^ Throne. 

IV. . 

Thine Honour bids, Avenge tbine injur* J'Name^ 
Thy flirted Loves a dreadfUl Glory claim. 
While my moift Tea» might but incenfe thy Flame. 

V. 
Should Heaven grow black. Almighty Thunder roar,- 
And' Vengeance blad me, I could plead no more. 
But own thy Tuilice dyingy andadore^ 

VLYct 
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VI. 

Fee can thofe Bolts of Death that cleave the Flood* 

To reach a Rebel, pierce this facred Shroud, 

TiDg*d in the vital Stream of my Redeemer's Bood, 



^e Penitent Pardoned. 

HE N C E ftom my Soul, my Sins, depart^ 
Your fetal Friendfliip now I fee ; 
Long have you dwelt too near my Heart, 
Hence, to eternal !Kflance flee. 

n. 

Ye gave my dying Lord his Wound, 
Yet I carefs'd your viperous Broody 
And in my Heart-firings lapp'd you round) 
You, the vile Murderers of my G o d. 

Black heavy Thoughts,, like Mountains, roll 
O'er my poor Bread, with boding Fears^ 
And crdhing hard my tortured Soul, 
Wring thro' my Eyes the briny Tears,. 

IV. 
Forgive my Treafons, Prince of Grace, 
The bloody Jews were Traitors too. 
Vet thoa haft pray*d for that cursM Race, 
hthr, tbty knrw n9t wi<ft they do* 

V. Great 
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Great Advocate, look down an4 fee 

A Wretch, whofe fmarting Sorrows bleed ; 

plead the (kme Excvife for loe ! 
For, Lord, I knew not what I did, 

VI. 
Peace, my Con|toU ; l^ every Qjom 

Befttll, and Sflence wait his Love^ - 

Compaflions dwell amidft his Throne, 
And thro* his inmofl Bowels move. 

vn. 

Lo, from the everlafting Skies, 
Gently, as Morning-dews diftill. 
The Dove Immortal downward fiia;?^ 
With peaceful 01iv« in his Bill, 
VIII. 
How fweet the Voice of Pardon founds f - 
Sweet the Relief to deep Diilrefs I 

1 feel the Balm that heals my Wounds, 
And all my Pow'rs adore the Grace. ' 
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s 



A Hymn ofPraifefor three great Salvations. 
VIZ. 

1. From the Spanifli Invafion, 158*8. 

2. From the Gun-powder Plot. tJov. 5. 

3 From Popery and Slavery by K. Wil- 
liam of Glorious Memory, who landed,. 
, Uw. 5. i688, 

C«i/o/W, Nor. 5, 16951 

L 

INFINITE God, thy Counfels ftaad 
Like Mountains of. Et^nul Boifi, 
Paiars to prop our finking Land, 
Or guardian Rocks to break the Seas. 

II. 
From Pole to Pole thy Name is known. 
Thee a whole Heaven of Angels praife ; 
Oar labouring Tongues would reach thy Throne 
With the loud Triumphs of thy -Grace. 

III. 
Part of thy Churth, by thy Command^ 
Stand* rais'd upon the Bntijh Ifles j 
^rty faid the Lord, t9 Ages ft and ^ 
^'rm as the everlafiing HiJlj. . 

. IV. In 
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IV. 

In vain the Spanijh Ocean roar'd ; 
Its Billows fwellM againfl our Shore, 
Its Billows funk beneath thy Word, 
With all the floating War tlicy bore. 

V, 
CotHe, (aid the Sons of bloody Rome^ 
Let us provide ftetv Arms from Hell: 
And down they digg'd thro' Earth's dark Womb, 
And ranfack'd. all the burning Cell. 

VI. 
Old Satan lent them fiery Stores, 
Infernal Coal, and fulph'rous Flame, 
And all that bums, and all that rdafs; 
Outrageous Fires of dreadful Name. * 

vir. 

Beneath- the Senate and the Throne, 
Engines of Hellilh Thunder lay ; 
There the dark Seed^ of Fire wete fowrt. 
To ipring a bright, but difmal Day.- 

viir. 

Thy Love beheld the .black Defign, 
Thy Love that guards our Ifland round ; 
Strange ! how it quench'd the fiery Mine, 
And crufh'd the Tempeft under Ground, 

The Second Part. 

L 

ASSUME, my Tongue, a nobler Strain, 
Sing the new Wonders of the L o R D » 
The Foes revive their Pow'rs again. 
Again they die beneath his Sword. 



Sacred to Devotion, &c. zj: 
II. 

rk as our Thoughts our Minutes roll, 
lile Tyranny polTeis'd the Throne, 
I Murderers of an Irifh Soul 
9 threatning Death,- thro* every Town. 
III. 

R^man Prieft, and Britifi Prince, 
*d their bed Force, and blackeft Charms'; 

the fierce Troops of neighbonrmg Franct 
r'd the Service of their Anns. 

IV. 
done^ they cry'd, and laughM aloud. 

Courts of Darkneis rang with Joy, 

old Serpent htTsM, and Hell grew proqd, 

le Z/0)> moortfM' her Ruin higih. 

V. 
lo, the great Deliverer iaib 
jniffionM from J e h o v a h's Hand, 
imiUngSeas, and wiihiagjGales, 
vcy him to the longing Land. 

VL 

happy Day,.aBJhappy Year, ? ^^ ^^gg^ 
. in our new Salvation meet : 3 

Day that quench'd the burning Snare, 7 Nov. 5. 

Year that l)iicnt ihe invading Fleet. J *5W. - . 
VII. . V. 

f did thine Arm, O God of Ho^, 
/ did thine Arm fhine dazling bright. 

Sods of Might their Hands had loH, 

Men of Blood forgot to fight. 

Vm.Bri. 
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VIIT. 

Brigades of Angels lin'd the way. 
And guarded William to his Throne ; 
There, ye celeftial Warriors, ftay, 
^And make his Palace like your own. 

IX. 
Then, mighty God, the Earth ihall kliow 
And leamM the Worfhip of the Sky ; 
Angels and Britons join below. 
To raife their Hallelujahs high. , 

X. 
All Hallelujah^ heavenly King ; 
While diflant Lands thy Viftory fing, 
And Tongues their utmoil Powers eii\play^ 
The World's bright Roof repeats thti Jqy. 



&f^ C^ Cf^ C^ &f^ S* -Bp*' i(3* ff* ' Cfi^ §f)f #H» 



TJI^e Incomprtheii/Ufk., 

I. 

FARintheHeav'flsmyGoD Fetu'es, 
My God, the Mark.df my Defires, 
And hides hi3 lovely face J 
When he defcends within my Vicwj 
He charms my Re^fon to purfue, 
But leaves it tir'd and faiating in th' unequal Chafe. 



II 
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II. 

Or if I reach unufual Height 

Till near his prefcnce brought. 
There Floods of Gloiy dieck my Flight, 
\ Cramp the bold Pinions of my Wit, 
And all untune my Thought s 
Hung'd in a Sea of Light I roll. 
Where Wifdom^ J^ftice^ Mercy ^ fliines ; 
Infinite Rays in crofling Lines 

Beat thick Confufion <m my Sight, and overwhelm ny 
Soul. 

m. 

Come to my Aid, ye FellgWrMinds, 
And help me reach the Throne ; 
(What fingle Strength, in vain defigns. 
United Force hath done ; 
Thus Worms may join, and graip the Poles, 

Thus Atoms fill the Sea) 
Bat the whole Race of Creature-Soub 
Stretched to their laft Extent of Thoi^t, plunge and ar(^ 
Loll in thee. 

IV. 
Great God, hehold my Reafon lies 
Adoring ; yet my Love would rife 

On Pinions not her own : 
Faith (hall direa her humble Flight, 
Thro' all the tracklefs Seas of Light, 
To Thee, th' Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unknown. 

Dtatb 
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Death and Eternity. 

I. 

MY Thoughts, that often mount the Skies, 
Go, fearch the World beneath. 
Where Nature in all Ruin lies. 
And owns her Sovereign, Death. 
11. 
The Tyrant, how he triumphs here? 

His Trophies fpread around f 
And heaps of Duft and fiones appear 
Thro' all the hollow Ground. 
III. 
Thefe Skulls, what ghaftly Figures now f 
r How loathfome to the Eyes ? 
Thefe are the Heads we lately knew 
So beauteous and fo wife. 
IV. 
But where the Souls, thofe deathleis Things, 

That left his dying Clay ? 
My Thoughts, now llretch out all your Wings, 
And trace Eternity. 

V. . 
O that unfathomable Sea! ^ 

Thofe Deeps without a Shore ! 
Where living Waters gently play. 
Or fiery Billows roar. 

VI. Thus 
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VI. 

Thus muft we leave the Banks of Life, 

And try this doubtful Sea ; 
Vain are our Groans, and dying Strife, 

To gain a Moment's Stay. 
VU. 
There we (hall f\vim in heav'nly Blifs, 

Or fink in flaming Waves, 
While the pale Carcafs thoughtlefs lies, 

Amongft the filent Graves, 
VIII. 
Some hearty Friend fhall drop his Tear 

On our dry Bones, and fay, 
^* Thefe once wereftrong, as niime appear, 

** And mine muft be as -they.** 
IX. 
Thus fhall our mouldering Members teach 

What now our Scnfes learn : 
For Dufl and Aihes loudeft preach 

Man's infinite Concern. 



A Sight of Heaven in Sicknefs. 



OF T have I fat in fecret Sighs, 
To feel my Flefh decay, 
Then groan'd aloud with frighed Eyes, 
To view the tott'ring Qay. 

II. But 
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II. 

But I forbid my Sorrows now. 

Nor dares the Flefti complain ; 
Difeafes bring their Profit too ; 

The Joy overcomes the Pain, 

m. 

My chearful Soul now all the Day 

Sits waiting here and fmgs ; 
Looks thro' the Ruim of her Clay, 

And pradifes her Wings.- 
IV. 
Faith almofl changes into Sight, 

While from afar fhe fpies. 
Her fair Inheritance, in Light 

Above created Skies. 

V. 
Had but the Prifon Walls been ftrong. 

And firm without a Flaw, 
In Darknefs fhe had dwelt too long. 

And lefs of Gloiy faw. 

VL 
But now die everlaiHng Hills 

Thro' every Ghink appear. 
And fomething of the Joy fhe hth 

While fhc's a Prisoner here. 
VIL 
The fhines of Heaven rufh fweetly in 

At all the gaping Flaws ,• 
Viiions of endlefs Blifs are feen ; 

And native Air fhe draws. 



Sacred to Devotion, &c. 
VIII, 

may thefe Walls (land tott'ring (UUfc 

The Breaches never clofe, 
U I mull here in Darknefs dweU, . 
Ami all this Glory lofe ! 

IX. 

Cr rather let this Fiefli decay. 

The Ruir.s wider grow, 
'liil glad to fee th' enlarged Way, 

I foetch my Pinions tlirough. 



2> 




The Univerfal Hallelujah. 

Pfalm cxlviii. Paraphrased. 

I. 

PR A I S E ye the Lord with joyful Tongue, 
Ye Pow'rs that guard his Throne ; 
JESUS the Man (hall lead the Song, 
The God infpire the Tunc. 

ii. . 

Gabriel, and all th* immortal Choir 

That fill the Realms above. 
Sing ; for he form*d you of his Fire, 

And feeds you with his Love. 



IIL 
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ni. 

Shine to his Praife, ye Chryllal Skies, 

The Floor of his Abode, 
Or veil your little twinkling Eyes 

Before a brighter GOD. 

IV. 

Thou reftlefs Globe of Golden Light, 

Whofe Beams create our Days, 
Join with the Silver Queen of Night, 

To own your borrowed Rays. 

V. 

Slufli and refund the Honours paid 

To your inferior Names : > 
Tell the blind Woild» your Orfat tm M 

By his overflowing Flames. 

VI. 

Winds, ye ihall bear his Name aloud 

Thro' the Ethereal Blue, 
For when his Chariot is a Cloud, 

He makes his Wheels of you. 

VII. 

Thunder and Hail, and Fires and Storms^ 
The Troops of his Conmiand, 
Appear in all your dreadful Forms, 
And fpeak his awful Hand. 

yiii. 

Shout to the Lord, ye furgmg Seas, 

In youi; eternal Roar ; 
J^et Wave to Wave refound his Pkaife, 

And Shore reply to ^ore : 
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IX. 

Wliile MonHers Q)ortii^ on the Floods 

In fcaly Silver ihine^ 
Speak terribly their Makep-GoD, 

And lafh the foaming Brine. 

X. 

•But gentler Things (hall tune his Name 

To fofter Notes than thefe, 
Youi)g Zephyrs breathing o'er the Stream, 

Or whifpering thro' the Trees. 

XI. 
Wave your tall Heads, ye lofty Pines, 

To him that bid yoa grow. 
Sweet Clufters, bend the fruitful Vines 

On every thankful Bough. 

XII. 

Let the fhrill Birds his Honour raife. 

And dimb the Morning-Sky : 
While groveling Beafb attempt his Praife 

In hoarfer Harmony. 

xni. 

Thus while the meaner Creatures iing^ 

Ye Mortals, take the Sound, 
Echo the Glories of your King 

Thro' all the Nations round. 

XIV- 
I TV Eternal Name mud fly abroad 
From Britain to Jafan ; 
And the whole Race (hall bow to God 
lliat owns tl^e Name of Man. 
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The Atheifs Mijiake. 

' I. 

LAUGH, yeProphane, and fweU and bujrft 
Withhold Impiety: 
Yet (hall ye live for ever curs' d. 
And feek in vain to die. 

ir. 

The Gafp of your expiring Brealh 

Coniigns your Souls to Chains, 
By the lall Agonies of Death 

Sent down to fiercer Pains. 
III. 
Ye fland upon a dreadful Steep, 

And all beneath is Hell ; 
Your weighty Guilt will fmk you deep^ 

Where the old Serpent fell. - 
IV. 
When Iron Slumbers bind your Flefh, 

With ftrange Surprize you'll find 
Immortal "^^igour fpring afrefh. 

And Tortures wake the Mind ! 

v." 

Then you'll confefs the frightful Names 

Of Plagues you icom'd before. 
No more (hall look like idle Dre,ams^ 

Like fboliih Tales no more. 
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VI. 
Then fhall ye corfe that fatal Day, 

(With Flames upon your Tongues) 
When you exchanged your Souls aw ay 
For Vanity and Song^. 

VII. 
Behold the Saints rejoice to die. 

For Heav'n (hines round their Heads ; 
And Angel Guards prepar'd to fly. 
Attend their fainting Bed^. 
VIII. 
Hkeir longing Spirits part, and rife ^ 

To their CelefUal Seat 1 
Above thefe minaUe Skies 
They make their laft Retreat. 

IX. 
Hence, ye Prdphttie; I hato-your Ways, - 

I walk with pious Souls ; 
There*s a wide Diflerence in our Race, 

And diibnt are our Goals. 



The Law given at Sinai. 



A^ RM thee with Thunder, heavenly Mufe, 
x\ And keep th' cxpe^ing World in Awe ; 
Oft haft thou fung in gentler Mood 
The melting Mercies of thy God ; 
i D 3 Now 

r 
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Now give thy fiercefl Fir^s a Loofe, 

And found his dreadful Law : ^ 

To Ifrael firft the Words were fpoke. 
To I/raii freed from Egypt's Yoke, 
Mxuman Bondage ^ The hard galling Load} 

Over-prefsM their feeble Souls, , 

Bent their Knees to fenf^efs Bulls,^ 

And broke their Ties to God.. 

II. 
Now had they pafsM the Arabian Bay, 

And marchM between the cleaving Sea y 
r^he rifmg Waves flood Guardians of their WjOndtfOwlV 

But fell with rooH impetuous Fosoi* 
On the purfuing Swarms,^ 

And buiy'd Egypi all in Arms, 
Blending in watry Death the Rider and the Vknk v 
O'er flruggling Pharaoff rollM the Biigli^Tidc(» 
And favM the Labours of a Pyramid. 

Jpis and Ore in vain he cries,. 

And all his horned Gods befide. 

He fwallows Fate with fwimming Eyes,. 

And curs'd xhtM^bi^^^ as he dy'd, 

m. 

Ah ? fboHfh IJrae!^ to cwnply 
With Memphian Idolatry \ ^ 

And bow to Brutes, (a (bpid Slave) 
To Idols impotent to fave ! 
Behold thy God, the Sovereign of the Sky, 
Has wrought Salvation in the Deep, 
H^ bound thy Foes in Iron Sleep, 
And rais'd thine. Hpnours high v. 
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Hit Grace forgives thy Follies paH^ 
BdMld he comes in Majefiy, 
And Sinai's Top proclaims hisj Law : 
ftcpare to meet thy God in hafte i 
fiot keep an awful Dlfbmce fUU : 
Let Mofes round the {acied Hill 
The circling Limits dnu¥. 

IV. 
Haik! The (hnn Echoes of the Trumpet roar. 
And call the tremUing Armies near 1 
Slow and unwilling they appear. 
Rails kept them from the Mount before,. 
Now from die Rails tm Fcax t 
Twas the fame Herald, and the Trump the iamd 
Which fliall be blown by high Command, 
Shall bid the Whodsof Nature ftand. 
And HeavVs eternal Will prodain. 
That Tim/Hmliii u§ mote. 



Thus while the labouring Angel fwell'd the Sound,. 

And rent the Skies, and fhook the Ground, 
Up rofe th'AImighty ; round his Sapphire Seat 

Adoring Thrones in Order fell ; 

The leffer Powers at diftance dwell. 
And cad their Glories down fucceffive at his Feet : 

Gabriel the Great prepares his way. 
Lift uf your Heads , Eternal Doors » he crics j 

Th' Eternal Doors his Word obey, 

Open and (hoot Celellial Day 
Upon the lower Skies. 

D4 HeaY'n'.^ 
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Hcav'ns mighty Pillars bowM their Head, 
As their Creator bid, 
And down Jehovah rode. from the fuperior Sphere, 
A thoufand Guards before, and Myriads in theKear. 

His Chariot was a pitchy <i^0iid^ 

The Wheels befet with burning Gems 5 

The Winds in Hamefs with the Flames 
Flew o'er th' Ethereal Road s 

Down thro' his lyUg^zines he pail 

Of Hail, and Ice, and fleecy Snow, 

Swift roU'd the Trittmph> aiid ;a5 M , 
JHd Hail, and Ice, ia-mdted Rividrs Jqk.. . - 

The Day was mingled with' the f^ig^ 
His Feet on fo^id Darkncfi trdd^ • . 

His radiant Eye^ proclaim'd die Goo^ 
Andfcatter'd4rejadfgilLijght5 . 

He breatli'd, and Sulphur. fa% a fierjr Stream: . 
He fpoke, and (tho' with wiknown Speed h&came]i 
Chid the flow Tempeft, and the lagging Flame. 

VII. 

Sinai received his glorious Flight, 
With Axle red, and glowing Wheel' 

Did the winged Chariot light. 
And rifing Smoke obfcur'd the burning Hilt 
Lo, it mounts in curling Waves, 
Lo, the gloomy Pride out-braves 
The ftately Pyramids of Fire 
The Pyramids to Heav'n afpire. 
And mix with Stars, but fee their gloomy Ofispring high 
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So have you ieen ungrateful Iry grow 

Round the tall Oak that fix fcore Years has fiood. 

And proudly fhoot a Leaf or two 
Above its kind Supporter's utmoU Bought 
And glory there to ftand the loftieft of the Wood. 

VIII. 

Forbear, young Mufe, forbear; • 
The flow'ry Things that Poets fay. 
The little Arts of Similt 

Are vain and ufeleis here ; 
Nor Ihall the burning Hills of Old 

With ^'tnai be comparM, 
Nor all that lying Gretce has tcld» 
Or learned Rome has heard ; 
JEtna (hall be namM no more, 
. ^tna, the Torch of Sicily 9 
Not half fo high 
Her Lightnings fly. 
Not half fo loud her Thunders roar 
Crofe the Sicanian Sei, to fright th' Italian Shore,' 
Behold the facred Hill i Its trembling Spire • 
Quakes at the Terrors of the Fire, 
While all below its verd-ant Feet 
Stagger and reel under th* Almighty Weight : 
Prefs'd with a greater than feign'd Jilas* Load 
Deep groan*d the Mount ^ it never bore 
Infinity before. 
It bow*d, and fhook beneath the burden of a Goix, 

IX. 

Frefh Horror feize the Camp, Defpair,. 
And dying Groans, torment the Air, 

D 5 And 
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V. 

Old Age, with all her difmal Train, 

Invades your golden Years 
With Sighs and Groans, and raging Pain, - . . 

And Death, that never {pares. 

VI. 

What will you do when Light departs, 

And leaves your withering Eyes, 
Without one Beam tJo chear your Hearts, 

From the fuperior Skies ? 

VII. 
How will you meet God's frowning Brow„ 

Or ftand before his Seat, 
While Nature's old Supporters bow. 

Nor bear their tott'ring Weight ? 

VIII. 

Can you cxpe6l your feeble Arms 

Shall make a ftrong Defence, 
When Death, with terrible Alarms,, 

Summons the Prisoner hdnce ? 

IX. 

The Silver Bands of Nature burft. 

And let the Building fall ; 
The Flefh goes down to mix with Dvrfl,. 

Its vile Original. 

X. 

Laden with Guilt, {a heavy Loadjt 

Uncleans'd and unforgiv'n. 
The Soul returns t' an angry Gor, 

To be fhut out firom Heav'n. 
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' Prefenre thy Body chafte, and flee th' unlawful Bed ; 

* Nor ileal thy Neighbour's Gold, his Garment, or hi^ 

Bread; 

* Forbear to blaft his Name with Falihood, or Deceit ; 

* Nor let thy Wifhes loofe upon his large Eftate. 



Remember your Creator^ &c. Ecclef. xii. 



CHILDREN, to your Creator, Goo, 
Your early Honours pay, ' 
While Vanity and youthful Blood 
Would tempt your. Thoughts afiray. 

II. 
The Memory of his mighty Name, 

Demands your firft Regard . 
Nor. dare indulge a meaner Flame^ 

'Till you hav€ lov'd the Lord* 

in. 

Be wife, and make his Favour fure, 

Before*the mournful Days, 
When Youth, and Mirth are known nO more,. 

And Life and Strength decays. 

IV. 
No more the Bleflmgs of a Feafl 

Shall relifh on the Tongue, 
The heavy Ear forgets the Tafle 
Ani Pleafuce of a Song. 

J>6* 
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VL 

Krodaim the Glories of your Lord, 
Difpers'd thro'aH the heav'nly Street^ 
Whofe bouiiiUefs Treafures can afFord 
So rick a Pavement for his Feet. 

VII. 

Thou Heav'tt of Heav'ns, fuprcmcly bright^ 
Fair Palace of the Court Divine^ 
Where, with inimitable Light, 
The Godhead condefcends to ihine« 

vni. 

Praife thou thy Great Inhabitant, 
Who fcatters lovely Beams of Grace^ 
Qn every Angel, eveiy Saint, 
Nor veils the Luftre of his Face. 

IX. 
G God of Glory, God of Love, 
Thou art the Sun that makies our Days : 
With all thy Ihining Works above. 
Let Earth and Duft attempt thy Praife. 



^e JVekome MeJJenger. 

I. 

LORD, when we fee a Saint of thine 
' Lie gafping out his Breath, 
With loi^g Eyes, and Looks Divine^ 
Smiling and plcas'd in Deathi 
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IL 

How we could e^en coBtend tx> lay; 

Our Limbs upon that Bed ! 
We aik thine Envoy to convey 

Oar Spirits in his Stead. 

UL 
Our Souls aie rifing on the Wing^. . 

To venture in his Place ; 
For when grim Death has loft his Stingy 

He has an Ang^Ps Face. 

IV. 
J ESUS, then purge my Crhnes away,« 

•Tis Gmit creates my Fears, 
Tis Guilt gives Death its fierce Array,. 

And all the Arms it bean. 

V. 

Ohi if my threatning Sins were gone,^ 

And Death had loft his Sting,. 
Bcould invite the Angel on. 

And chide, his hay Wing«. 

VL 
Away thefe interpofing Days,. 

And let the Lovers meet ; 
The Angel has a cold Embrace^ 

But kindy.and foft> and fweet: 

VIL 
Ed leap at once my Seventy Year», 

I*d rufti into his Arms, 
And lofe my Breath, and aO my Cares^. 

Anudft^thofe heavTiily Charms,- 

ynr. 
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VIII. 
Joyful I'd lay this Body down. 

And leave the lifelefs Clay, 
Without a Sigh, without a Groan, 

And ftretch and foar away^ 



Sincere Praife. - 

I. 

ALMIGHTY Maker, God! 
How wondrous is thy Name I 
Thy Glories how diffiis'd abroad- 
Thro' the Creation's Frame I 
11. 
Nature in every Drefs 
Her humble Homage pays. 
And folds a thoufand Ways t' exprefa 
Thine undiflcmbled Praife. 

III. 

Ill native White and Red 

The Rofe and Lilly Hand, 
And free fix>m Pride, their Beauties fpread^ 

To ihew thy fkilful Hand. 
IV. 

The Lark mounts up the Sky, 

With unambitious Song, . . 
And bears her Maker's Praife on high 

Upon her artlefs Tbngue. 
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V. 

My Soul would rife and fing 
To her Creator too, 
•ain would my Tongue adore my King^ 
And pay the Worihip due. 

I • ;;. Vl • - 

•B^ Pride, thatbufy Sm,- — 

Spofls all that I perform ; 
Cars'd Pride, that creeps fecurely iB> ' 

And fwells a haughty Worm. 

VII. 
Thy Glories I abat^^ 
Or praife thee with Deiign i 
Some of the Favours I forget^ 
Or think the Merit mine. ; 

vm. 

The very Songs I framc^. 
Are faithlefs to thy Caufe, . 
And Heal the Honours of thy Name 
To build then: own Applaufe. 

IX. 

Create my Soul anew,; 
Elfe all my Worfhip's vain ; 
This wretched Heart will ne'er be true^ 
Until 'tis form'd again. 

X. 

Defcend, Celeftlal Fire, 
And feize me from above. 
Melt me in Flames of pure Defire,^ 
A Sacrifice, to Love. 

XL 
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IX. 
Let Joy and Woifidp (pend 
The Remnant of my Days^ 
And to my God> my Sou], afcend. 
In fweet Perfumes of^Praife^ 



^rtte Learning.- 

Partly imitated from a ^r^^y^i^ Sonnet -of 
Mr, Poireh 

1. 

HAPPY the Feet that fhining Truth has led 
. With her own Hand to tread the Path ihe pleaft^ 
To fee her native Lnfberomid Jier ^read» 

Without a Vail, without a Shade, 
An Beauty, and all Light, as in her fclf fhe is; 

II. 
Obr Senfcs cheat \is with the preflmg Crowds 
Of painted Shapes they thruft upon the Mind : 
The Truth they fliew lies wrap'd in fev'nfold Shrouds, 

Our Senfes caft a Thoufand Clouds 
On unenlightened Souls, and leave them doubly blind, 

IIL 
I^ate the Duft that fierce Difputers raife. 
And lofe the Mind in a wild Maze of Thought : 
What empty Triflings, and what fubtil Ways, 

To fence and guard by Rule and Rote \ 
Oar God -will never charge us. That we knew them I 
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IV. 

roochy Heavenly Wo r d, O touch thcie carious Soub 1- 
)ince I have heard but one foft Hint from Thee» 
*rQm all the vain Opinions of the Schoolf 

(That Pageantry of knowing Fools) 
[feel mx Fbwen released, and fland dMnefy hte. 

v.. 

Twas this Almighty Word that all Things matte,. 
He g[afps whole Nature, in his £ngle Hind ; 
Afl the Eternal Truths in him are kid, 

The Ground of all Things, and their Head, 
The Circle where they move, and Center where tkey.ftand* 

Withoat-Kift^^ Aid 1 haif« noJure Defence, 
Emm Troops of Errors that befiege me round 1 
Alt he that refis his Reafon and his Senfe 

Faft here, and never wanders hence^ 
Unmoveable he dwells upon unfliaken Ground. 

VIL 

Infinite Truth, the Life of my Defires, 
Come from the. Sky,; and join thy felf to me ; 
Tm tir'd with Hearing, and this Reading tires ; : 

But never tir'd of telling Thee,. 
Tis thy fair Face alone my Spirit bums to fee^ 

vm. 

Speak to my Soul, alone, no other Hand 
Shall mark my Path out with delufive Art : 
All Nature fllent in his Prefence Hand, 
Creatures be dumb at his Command, 
Andieave his iingle Voice to whifper to my Heart. . 

DC 
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IX. 

Retire, my Soul, within thy felf retire,' 
Away from Scnfe and every outward Show : 
Now let my Thoughts to loftier Themes afpire,' 
My Knowledge now on Wheels of Fire 
May mount and fpread above, furveying all below.* 

X." 

The Lord grows lavifh of his heav'nly Light, 
And pours whole Floods on fuch a Mind as this : - 
Fled from the Eyes (he gains a piercingSight, 
She dives into the Infinite, 
And fees unutterable Things in that unknown Abyfi/ 



True Wifdom. 



L 

PRonouncc him blefl, my Mufe, whom Wi s do m gi 
In her own Path to her own heavenly Seat ; , 
Thro' all the Storms his Soul fecurely. glides. 
Nor can the Tempefts, nor the Tides, 
That rife and roar around, fupplant his fteady Feet. 

IL 
Earth, you may let your golden Arrows fly. 
And feek, in vain, .a Faflage to his Breafl, 
Spread all your painted Toys to court his Eye, 
He fmiles, and fees them vainly try 
To^lure his Soul afide.fioii^her Etemal Reft 
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•nr. 

Our head-ftrong Lulls, like a young fiery Horfc, 
Start, and Ifee raging in a violent Courfe ; 
He tames and breaks them, manages and rides 'era. 
Checks their Career, and turns and guides 'em, 
.And. bids bis Reafon bridle their licentious Force. 

IV. 

Lord of himfelf, he rules his wildeil Thought*, 
And boldly a^ what calmly he deiign'd, 
WhilH he looks down and pities human Faults ; 
Nor can he think, nor can he iind 
A Plague like reigning Pafliops, and a fubjcdt Mind. 

V. 
. Bot oh ! 'tis mighty Toil to reach this Heiigbt, 
To vanquifh Self is a laborious Art ; 
What manly Courage to fuftain the Figlit 
To bear |he noble Pain, and part 
With thofe dear charming Tempters rooted in the Heart f 

VI. 

Tis hard to Hand when all the Papons move* 
Hard to awake the Eye that.Paiiion blinds 
To rend and tear out this unhappy Love, 
That clings fo clofe about our Minds, 
And where th' enchanted Soul fo fweet a PoL'bn finds. 

VII. 
Hard ; but it may be done. Come, Heavenly Fire, 
Come to my Breafli abd virith one powerfiil Ray 
Melt oflf my Lulb,'my Fetters : I can bear 
A while to be a Tenant here. 
Bat not be chained ^d prifon'd in a Cage of Clay. 

vm. 
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VIII. 
iHeaVn is my Home and I muft ufe my Wings^ 
Sublime above the Globe my Flight afpires: 
I have a Soul was made to pity Kings, 
And all their little glittering Things ; 
J have a Soul was made for infinite Defires, 
JX. 
LoosM-fiom the Earth, my Heart is upward flown <; 
Farewel, nay Friends, and all that once was minei 
Now, ihoukl you Jx my Feet on dejar's Throne, 
Crown me, and call the World my owa. 
The Gold that binds my Brows-could ne*er my Soul omfia 
X. 
I am the Lord's, znd y E SUS is tay Love; 
He, the dear God, fhall iill my vafi Deiire. 
My Flelh below ; yet I can dwell above. 
And nearer to my Saviour move ; 
There all my Soul (hall center, all my Pow'rscxmipixt. 
XL 
Thus I mih Angels live ; thus half-4iviiie 
I (it on high, nor mind inferior Joys : 
Fill'd with his lxr\re, I feel that God is«diii^ 
His Glory is my great Defign, 
iBlal everlalUng Projed all my Thoughts employs. 




Sacred to DEvoTjoit, &c. 51 



jd Song to Creating Wifdom. 

PART L 

I. 

ETERNAL Wisdom, thcc wc praifi;. 
Thee the Creation fings -• 
With diy loud Name, Rocks, Hills, and Sea^, 
AndHeav'n's liigh Palace rings. 

II. 

Place me on the bright Win^s of Day 

To travel with the Sun ; 
W4di what Amaze fhall I fontj 

The Wonders thou haft done? 

III. 
Thy Hand how wide it ipread the Sky! 

How glorious to behold ? 
lingfd with a Blue of heavenly Dye, 

And ihrr*d with fparkling GokL 

IV. 
There thou haft bid the Globes of Light 

Their endlefs Circles run^ 
There the pak Planet rules the Nighty 

And Day obeys the Su&«. 



PART 
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P A R r U. 

V; 

Downward I turn my wohci'ring Eyes 

On Clouds and Storms below, 
Thofe Under-Regions of the Skies 

Thy num'rous Glories (how. 

VI. 
The noify Winds Hand ready there 

Thy Orders to obey, ^ 

With founding Wings they fweep the Air, 

To make thy Chariot Way. 

VII. 
There, like a Trumpet, loud and llrong. 

Thy Thunder fhakes our Coaft : 
While the red Lightnings wave along. 

The Banners of thine. Holl. 

viri. 

On the thin Air, without a Prop, 

Hang fruitful Show'rs around : 
At thy Command they fink, and drop 

Their Fatoefs on the Ground. 

PAR T III. 

. IX. 
Now to the Earth I bend my Song,' * i ' 

And call my Eyes abroad, : • 

Glancing the Briti^ Ifles along ; 

Blefl lilcs, confefs your God. 
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X. 

How did his wondrous Skill zxrsxy 

Your Fields in charming Green j 
A thouiand Herbs his Art difplay, 

A thouiand Flowers between ! 
XI. 
Tall Oaks for future Navies grow. 

Fair Alhi(nC% beft Defence, 
While Com and Vines rejoice ^elow, 

Thofe Luxuries of Senfe. 

XII. 
The bleating Flocks his Pafhirc feeds ; 

And Herds of larger Size, 
That bellow thro' the Lindian Meads, 

His bounteous Hand fupplies. 

P AR7 IV. 

,XIIL 

We fee the Thames carefs the Shoi«s, 

He guides her filvcr Flood : 
While angiy Severn fwellsand roars. 
Yet hears her Ruler God. 
XIV. 
The rolling Mountains of the Deep 

Obferve his (bong Command ; 
His Breath can raife the Billows fleep. 
Or fink them to the Sand. 

XV. 
Amidft thy watry Kingdoms, LoRP, 
The fuiny Nations play, 

£ And 
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And fcaly Monftcrs, at thy Word, 
Huih .thro' the Northesa Sea. 

P J R T Y. 

XVI 

Thy Glories blaze all Nature round. 

And ftrikc the gazing 'Sight, 
Thro' ^kies, and Sc^, and A>Iid Ground^ 

With Terror and* Delight. 
XVIL 
infinite Strength, and -equal SkilJ, 

Shine thro' the Worlds abroad, , 
Qur Souls with vaA Amazement fill. 

And fpeak the Builder God. 

xvnL 

But the fweet Beauties pf thy Grace 

Our fofter Paffions move ; 
Pity Divine in J E S U S Fate 

We fee, adore, and love, 

God's Jbjhlute Dominion. 

I. 

LORD, when my thoughtful Soul furveys 
Fire, Air and Earth, and Stars and Seas, 
I call them all thy Slaves ; 
Commiffion'd by my- Father's Will, 
Foyfons fhall cure, pr Balms fhall kiQ^ 

V 
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Vcmal Suns, or Zepbyrh &Mtfa, 
May burn or h\fJSt the Plants to Deatk 

That (harp December iavcs j 

What can Winds or Planets boaft 

But a precarious Pow'r? 
The Sun is all in Darkaefs lofl, 
Froft (hall be Fire, and Fire be JRioll, 

When he appoints the Hpor, 

jr. 

Lo, the Norwiguins Bitsa the Polar Sky ^. : 

Chafe their frozen Limbs with fnow. 

Their frozen Limbs, awake u^ ^ov. 

The vital Flame toudh*d.with ii.ilsuige Sopfd/ . 
Rekindles, for the Godl of Uie is nigh ; 
He bids the vital Flood in wonted Cifdes floav. 

Cold Steel e^qposM . to Northern Air, 
Drinks the Meridian Jury of .the Midi^ght Bear^ 

And bums th* unwary Stranger fkMBC. 
III. 

Enquire, my Soul, of antienfFamc, 

Look back two thonfand Years, and fee 

Xh'.-^M*«».Prince o-ansfbrm'd a Brute, 

Forboaftingto be abfolute: 
Once to iiis Court the .God of ^Wcame. 

A K I N G mbre abfolute than he. 

I fee the.Fun»acebl^ w^th Kage 

Sevenfold : I fee amiclft tlje Flame 

1 hree Hebrews, of Immortal Name ; 
they move, diey walk acrofs, the burning Stage 
Unhurt, and fearlefs, w|^5 fhe Tyrant ftoftd 

A Statue ; Fear congeiiy "hi^^BldOd ; ' 
,r ■: '-'^Ez'^ ' - ^- Nor 
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Nor did the raging Element dare 
Attempt their Garments, or their Hair ; 

It knew the Lord of Nature there. 

Nature, compelled by a (liperior Caufe, 
Now breaks her own eternal Laws, 
Now feems to break them, and obe)rs 
Her Sovereign King in diflferent Ways. 
Father, how bright thy Glories fhine f 
How broad thy Kingdom, how divine f 

Nature, and Miracle^ and Fate, and Chance a: 
IV. 
Hence from my Heart, ye Idols, flee, 
Ve fonndjDg Names of Vanity ! 
No more my Lips ihall iacrffice 
To Chance and Nature, Tales and Lies : 

Creatures without a God can yield me no Sup] 
What is the Suii, or what the Shade, 
Or Frofb, or Flames, to kill or fave ? 

His Favour is my Life, his Lips pronounce me 
And as his awful Didlates bid, • 
Earth is my Mother, or my Grave. 



Condefcending Grace, 

In Imitadon of the cm^'^ Pfainu 

I. . ■'■ 

WHEN the Steiwl bows the Skies, 
To vifit Earthly Things, 
With Scorn divinq he turns Ju4,£yes 
FroflJ Towers of haughty feings ; * * 
3 ^ -^ 
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II. . 

Rides on a Cloud difdainful by 

A Sulian, or a Cxart 
Laughs at the Wonns that r&rh high. 

Or frowns 'em from zhx ; 
III. 
He bids his awful Chariot roll 

Far downward from the Skies, 
To vifit eveiy humble ^oul. 

With Pleaiure in hts Eyes. ' > 

IV. 
Why ihoiild the Lord that ieign9 above 

Dildain fo lofty Slings ? 
Say» Lord, and why fuch Looks of Love 

Upon fuch worthlefi Things ? 

Mortak, be dumb ; what Creature dares 

Difpute his awful Will ? 
Afk no Account of his Affairs, 

But tremble, and be ^. t . 

vi. .•:■'■;./*' 

Jttft like his Nature is his Grace^ 

All Sovereign, and all Free ; 
Great God, how fearchleis are thy Ways ! 

How deep thy Judgments be ! 




E J . , rii 
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The Infinite. 

I-, •/'.■■ • 

SOME Seraph, lend your heavenly. Tongn^ . .. . / 
Or Harp of Golden String, 
Thatlmay raife»k)fty Sit»ig / . ._ ; 

To our Eternal King. \ .^ ,j , 

- — ' ■ 'ffi^ •■' '.' ^r:.; ,ri.-:.^.: v;,. 
Thy Names, how Infinite ttejr-lkiBl- :: .. . : . ^i.- ., 

Great Everlasting One! 
Boundlefs thy Mlj^ and Kf^dftjl,. : 

And unconfin*d thy Thrond- ........■■ ^ .» 

'^ '. , ' ' ' ' '■'- 

Thy Glories flilne of wondrofrfc^aH - ■'- «' - ^ 

And wondrous large thyCirace j 

Immortal Day breaks fffttftKfi^ Eyftfj - i ^ '^ * ". i. 

And GabrUi veils hij Faifife. • -' ' i '. 

"■•■"■". ^v. ■ . ; • . . • 

Thine Effence i» a vaft Abyls, - ... 

Which Angels cannot found, 
An Ocean of Infinities; ^ 

Where all our Thoi%hts ^ drownM. 

"i ■ v:.^ 

The Mylleries of Creation lie 
Beneath enlightened Mindf, 

Thoughts 
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Thoughts can afcend above the Sky, 

And fly before the Winds. 
VI. 
Reafon may grafp the mafiy Hills, 

And ftretch from Pole ta PoW 
But half thy Name our Spirit fills. 

And overloads our Soul. 

vir. 

la vam our haughty Reafon fwqlls. 

For Nothing's found in Thee 
But boundlefs Unconceivables, 

And vaft Eternity. 



f Ji^^Ail? ^i^5AiS£««S«JAitS^Ift^ JJ^f 



m and P^4Wf 



AL A S, my aking Hca^ I 
Here the kfiea Torment lie| 1 
It racks my waking Hours with Soutr^ 
And frights my flumbriog Syes. 

11. 
Guilt will be hid no mo]«t 
My Griefs take vent apace. 
The Crimes that btot my CpnfcieBCe Q'4» 
Fluffi Crimfon in my Face. 

IIL 
My Sorrows, like a Flood, 
Impatient of Reftraint, 

E 4 Into 
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Into thy BoTom, O my G o d» 
Pour out a long Complaint. 
IV. 
This impious Heart of mine 
Could once defy the L o r d. 
Could rufh with Violence on to Sin, 
In Frcfence of thy Sword. 

V. 
How often have I ftood 
A Rebel to the Skies, 
The Calls, the Tenders of a G o d. 
And Mercy^s loudefl Cries ! 
VI. 
He pfiers all his Grace^ 
And all his Heaven to me ; 
0£Fers ! but 'tis to fenfelefs Brais» 
That cannot feel nor fee. 

VII. 
J ESUS xht Saviour ftands 
To court me from above. 
And looks and fpreads his womided Hands^ 
And fhews the Prints of Love. 
VIII. 
But I, a fbpid Fool, 
How long have I withftood 
The Bleffings purchased with his Soul, 
And paid for dll in' Blood ? 

IX. 
The heav'niy Dove came down 
And tendcr'd me his Wings 
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To mount me up\yard to % Crom^ / l-\ 

And bright immortal Things. -, .\ 

X. 

Lord, Fm afhamM to fay 

That I rcfiis'd thy Dove, 
And fent thy Spirit grieved away. 

To his own Reahns of Love. -. ^ ... - ■ .i .- . -• 
XI. 

Not all thine hcav*nly Charms, ^ 

Nor Terrors of thy Hand, 
Could force me to lay down my Aims, * 

And bow to thy Command. 
XXL 

Lord, 'tis againft thy Face 

My Sins like Arrows rife, ; . 

And yet, and yet ( O matchlefi Grace f ) 

Thy Thunder filent lies. 

xm. 

O IhaH I never fed 

The meltings of thy Love > 
Am I of fuch Hell-harden'd Steel 

That Mercy cannot move ? 
XIV. 

Now for one powerful Gknce, 

Dear Saviour, from thy Face! ■■•'■% 

This Rebel-Heart no more widiftands, ' .: a.. 

But folks beneath thy Grace. . c ^ 

XV. 

Overcome by dying Love I ^1» 

Here at thy Crofs I lie J ">: 

Ej • And 
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And throw my Fleft, aqr Soul^ Ay AM, 
And weep, an4 love« aitd )dt»e. 
XYI. 
** Rife, fays the Prince of Mercy, tifis^ 
" With Joy and Pity his Eyes '. 
" Rife, and behold my .woindbd Vdns, 
^ Here flow the Blood to waft thy 8taifll. : . 

xvir. 

** See my Great Father teconcilM': " 
He (aid. And lo, the father fmil*d i 
The joyful Cherubs dap^d their Wu^ 
And founded Grace on all their Strings. 



^•^a^«^^«^si^^'9^^ 



Hung Men and Maidens^ Old Men and Babes ^ 
fraife ye the Lord, P&I, csdviS. 12. 

I. 

SONS of Main, bold attdydOflg, 
In the wild Mazes of whofe Veins 
A Flood of fiery Vigour re^s, 
And weilds your a6Hve iiiiibs, with hardy Smews ftfong > 
Fall profbate at th' Eterhal Throne 
Whence your precarious •Pow^sdcptod;.. . . 
Nor fwell as if your Lives, were all your own,' 

But choofe your Maker for your Friend j 
His Favour is your Life, his Arm is your Support, 
, Hjs Hand can firetch your Days, or cut your Minutes (bort. 
• IL Viigins 
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fi. 

Virgins, who roll your artfbl Eyes, 

^nd (hoot dclicloos Danger thence % 

Swift the lovely Lightning flies, 

And melts our R^on down to Senfe ; 
Boaft not of thoTe withering Giarms 
That rnnft yield their yoathfd Grace 

To Age and Wrinkles, Earth and Worms % 
ut love the Author of your finiling Face ; 
'hat heavenly ^idegroom claims your blooming Hours % 
O make it your perpetual Care 

To pleafe that EverlafBng Fair ; 
[is Beauties are the Sun, and but the Shade is yours. 

HI. 
Infants, whofe different Deflinies 
Are wove with Threads of differeitt Size; 
But from the fame Spring- tide of Tears, 
Commence your Hopes, and Joys, and Fears, 
\ tedious Train I ) and date your following Years : 
Break your firft Silence in his Pk^e 

Who wrought your wondrous Frame : 
With Sounds of tendered Accent raife 

Young Honours to his Name ^ 
And coniecrate your early Days 

Taknow the Pow'r fupreme; 
IV. 
Ye Heads of venerable Age, 
Juft marching off the mortal Stage, 
Fathers, whofe vital Threads are fpun 
i long as e*er t|ie Glais of Life would run^ 

E 6 Adore 
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Adore the Hand that led your Way 
Thro' flow'ry Fields a fair long Summer's Day ; 
Gafp out your Soul in Praifes to the Sovereign Pov 
That fet your Well fo difiant from your dawning I 



Flying TowU and Creeping Things, pfi 
thelaOK\>y Pfal. cxlviii. lo. 

I. 

SWEET Flocks, whofj fuft ennamcrd Wir 
Swift and gently cleaves the Sky ; 
Whofe charming Notes addrefs the Spring 
With ap artlefs Harmony. 
Lovely Miiiftrels of the Fields 
Who in leafy Shadows fit. 
And your wondrous Strudbres build. 
Awake your tuneful Voices with the dawning Ligl 
To Nature's God your firft Devotions pay. 

E'er your falute the riling Day, 
•Tis he calls up the Sun, and gives him every Ra] 
II. 
Serpents, who o'er the Meadows Aide, 
And wear upon your ihining Back 
Numerous Ranks of gaudy Pride, 
Wliich thoufand mingling Colours make ;; 
Let the fierce Glances of your Eye» 
Rebate their baleful Fire ; 
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In harmlefs Play twill andiqifold 

The Volumes of your fcaly Gold ; . . . ^ 

That rich Embroidery of your gay Attire^ 

Proclaims your Makes kind and wife. 
III. 

Infers and Mites, of mean Degree, 

That fwarm in Myriads o*er the Land*. 

Moulded by Wifdom's artful Hand, 
And currd and painted with a various Die ^ 

In your innumerable Forms 

Praife him that wears th' Ethereal Crown^ 

And bend his lofty Counfels dowa 
To defpicablc Worms,. 



The Cmparifon and Complaint 

I. 

INFINITE Power, Eternal Lord, 
How Sovereign is thy Hand f 
All Nature rofe t' obey thy Woid> 
And moves at thy Command. 
II. 
With fteady Courfe thy fhkiing Suit 

Keeps his appointed Way ; 
And ail the Hours obedient cuit . . 
The Cirde of the Day. 



ni. But 
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III. 

Bat ah f how wide my Spirit ilies. 
And wanders from her Go d ! 
My Soul forgets the heavenly Prize. 
And treads the downward-Road. 
IV. 
The lagmg Fire, and flonny^Sea^ 

Perform thine awfol Will, 
And every Beaft and cv^ Trce> 
Thy great Deiigns fulfil : 
V, 
While my wild Paffions rage within. 

Nor thy Commands obey ; 
And Flefli and Senfe, cnflav'd to Sin, 
Draw my beft Thoughts away. 
VI. 
Shan Creatures of a mea^ Frame 

Pay all their Dues to thee ; 
Creatures, that never knew thy Name, 
That never lov^d like me ? 
VII. 
Great God, create my Soul anew,^ 

CcMifbrm my Heart to thine, 
Mdt down my Will, and let it flow. 
And take the Mould Divine. 
VIII. 
Seize my whole Frame into thy Hand ; 

Here all my Pow'rs I bring ; 
Afemage the Wheels by thy Conunimd, 
And govern every Spring. 

K. 



Then (hall my Feet n« jxrorc depart, 

Nor wandring Senfes rorci 
Devotion fliatt lit all my Hearty 

And all my V^SSodm Love. 
X. 
Thin not the Sun fhaH.moie th^n I 

Ilis Maker^s Law perfbm^ 
Nor travel fwifter,thro' the Sky, 

Nor with a Ze^ fo warm. 




God Supreme and Self-fufficient. 

L 

WH AT is oor God, or wKat his Name 
Nor Men can learn, nor Angels teach ; 
He dwells concealed in radiant Flame, 
Where neither Eyes n6r Thoughts can reach. - 

H. 
The Spacious Worldsof heavenly Light, 
Compared with him, how ihort they fall ? 
They are too dark, and He too bright. 
Nothing are they, and Go d is Ail. 

m. 

He (poke the wondrous Word, andio 
Qcitioa xofe at his Command; 

I ^liill- 
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Whirlwinds and Seas their liimits know. 
Bound in the HoUoir' of Ws Hahd/' •- 

IV. 
There refb the Earth, there roll the Sphei^, 
There Nature leans, and feels her Piop; 
Bat his own Self-Sufficience bears 
The Weight of his own 'Glories up. 

V. 
The Tide of Creatures cJWw and |cn**, • 
Meafuring their Changes by the Moon : 
No Ebb his Sea of Glory knows ; 
His Age is oi^e Eternal Noon. 

' VI. • . * 

Then ftjr, my Song^ an endlefs Rotm^ 
The lofty Tune let Michael raife^ : 

All Nature dwell upon the Sound, 
But we can ne'er fulfil the Praife. 



s;i®ligi>g®©S£.© • 



J ESUS the only Saviour. 



I. 

ADAMy our Father and our Head 
Tranfgrefl ; and JuHice doom'd us Dead : 
The fiery Law fpeaks all Dcfpair, 
There^s no Reprieve, nor Pardon there. 

H. 
Call a bright Council in the Skies i 
^ ScRiphs the Mighty and Ac Wife, 

5* Say, 
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'' S.iy, what Expedient can 70a give. 

That Sin be damn'd, and Sinners live ? 
III. 

Speak, are you ftrong to bear the L6ad, 
' The weighty Vengeance of a God? 
' Which of you loves our wretched Race, 
' Or dares to venture in our Place ? 

IV. 
n vain we a{k : ibr all around 
•tands Silence thro* the heavenly Groond : 
There's not a glorious Mind above 
ias half the Strength^ or half the Love. . 

V. 
^ut, O unutterable Grace I 
rh* Eternal Son takes Aiiam's Flacei 
Down to our World the Saviour flies, 
Itretches his naked Arms, and dies* 

VI. 
uftice was jdeas'd to bruife the G o d, 
Vnd pay its Wrongs with heavenly Blood ; 
Vhat unknown Racks and Pangs he bore ! 
Then rofe : The Law could afk no more. 

VII. 
boazing Work ! look down, ye Skies, 
bonder and gaze with all your Eyes ; 
(t heavenly Thrones, ftoop from above^ 
\dA bow to this myfterioos Love. 



VIII. See, 
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VHL 

Sec, how they \9nAl See^ hour they look h . 
Long they had read th' Etenul Book, 
And fludied daric Dtotflsm. i^atn. 
The Crofs and Cdhwynek&s them plain. 

IX. 
Now they are ftruck wxdi deep Amasse, 
Each with his Wings conceals his Face ; 
Kontdap their founding Plumes^ and ay, 
Ui Wifdom of a DhEMY! 

X. 
Low they adore, tk* Incamatfi Soi^ .. 
And fing the Glories he hath won j 
Sing ]iow he broke our Iron Chasu, 
How deep he funk, \amln^ he idgu 

XI. 
Triumph and reign, vifibrsona L o & n^. 
By all thy flaming Hofb adorM : 
And fay, dear Cok<^eror> fiiy; kowloo^ 
E*er we ihall rife to join theiv Soag,. 

xn. 

1.0, from afar tlK ptomisM Baf 
Shines with a well diftinguifLM Ray ; 
But my wing'd Pa^n hardly bears 
Thefe Lengths of ik)w delaying Years. 

XIIL 
Send down a Chariot from aboire„ . " 
With fiery Wheels, and pav'd with Love j 
Raifc me beyond th' Ethereal Blue, 
To fing and love as Angels do. 



Sacrei iff DrvoriaNv &:c. yt 

Looking Jipward: 

I. 

HE Heavtito mtke mine Eye, -^V 

The Stawr folate me round j - 

r, I blu/h, I mottrft ta Jie 
us groveling on tht Gioond. 

warmer SpMBI iH(f^/ 
1 make Attemp» icf fly > , 

a!oud for Winggf («f Lovtf ^ ^^ * 
raife me fwifc an4 Uj^r 
HI. 
Dnd thofe Oftbi tMfC»/ ' ' 

I an their fHiHngc'BAlfe.; \ - ^ 
« but the Porches tb^y Qif^icUti > ' ' .1 

Paintings on thyW^r ^ 

m 

I World, faiiw^ to yotti 

iren is my nativa Airs 

my Friends a ihoit AdUm, '-■ . ;- . 

adent to be tklire; ^ - ^: -u.;.- •' •/ -f -^ J »;.!, ...- . 

j1 my PcW^rfc ttleaft ' r^ - . . ' 
1 their old* fMhy CM f '• » ' • ." i 

uardian, beat we ttp'itt hyftAb ' 
iet me jMr-fl^Sioi^. 
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Christ Dyingy Rijing^ and Reign. 

I. 

HE dies f the hcar'nly -Lover dies I 
The Tidings flrike a doleful Soand 
On my poor Heart firings : deep he lien 
In the cold Caverns of the Ground, 

n. 

Come, Saints, and diop a T,e^ or PufQ^ 
On the dear Bofom of yourGo d, ■ \ 
He fhed a thoufand Drops for you, 
A thoufand Drops of richer Blood, . . 

m. 

Here's Love and Grief beyond degree. 
The Lord of Glory dks: for Men I ,. . 
But lo, what fudden; Joys I fee. I 
JESUS the dead revive agajit* ,. 

m. 

The rifmg God forfakes die TembiW 
Up to his Father's Court he fli^s i; - - •. - 
Cherubic Legions guard hm home^ i . 
And (hout him welcome to the Si^i : :y. ^ 

Break off your Tears, yeSaints^iandieU/. - 
How high our Great DelWtf^mpU^r, [' 
Sing how he fpoiPd ^. Dqfb^of iieli, ,. ] 
And led the Moniler De^|h,]» ^fcaiftf^. 
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vi. 

Say, Li've for ever^ n^drous King ! 
B^m to Redeem, and ftrong to Ja^e ! 
Then aflc the Monte, Whereas bis Sting ^ 
And whereas thy Fi^ory, boafting Grave f 



The God of Thunder: 

; . ■ ■ I- . ■ 

OTHE Immcnfc, th' Amazing Height, 
The boundlefs Grandeur of our God, 
Who treads the. Worlds beneath his Feet, 
And (ivays the Nations with his Nod ! 

II. 
He fpeaks ; and lo, all Nature ihakes, 
Heav'n's everlafting Pillars bow ; 
He rends the Clouds with hideous Cracks, 
And flioots his Bexy Arrows through. 

Ill* 
Wen, let the Nations ftart and fly 
At the blue Lightning^s horrid Glare, 
Atheifis and Emperon fhrink and die. 
When Flame and Noife torment the Air. 

.IV, 
Let Noife and Flame confound the Skies, 
And drown the ipaclous Realms below. 
Yet will we fing the Thunderer*s Praife, 
And (end our load Hofannai through. 



V. Ce- 
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V. 

Ccldlial King, thy ^blazing Power 
Kindles our Hearts to ilaoilng Joys* 
We fhout to hear thy Thunders iparj 

And echo to our Father's Voic«?. 

VI. 
Thus (hall the God our Saviour come, 
Ai^ ligbumi^ Kitud ins Giariot plaj%. 
Ve Lightijings, fly to make him room, 
Ve glorious Storms, prepare his Way. 

The Day of Judpnenf. 
An O ID E. 

Attenigted in Engljfi), §afj>hielc 

I. 

WHEN the ^fierce JVbz/^.Wind with his airy i^oea 
Rears up the Ma/ficA to.A.foam^Jg.Fqrjf ; . 
And the red Ligktiuiig, with.awStO£n|L.pf 'Haili^iaes 

. : ,£iu^hiiig;ajiwin,jdo^ 

' «. ''"■ 

How the poor Sailors ftapd axnaz'd and tcembje-f . • . • 
While the hoarfe Thunder, like a bloody Trypxpet^ 
Roars a loud Onfet to the.jg9pi]ig ^/^aters 

.Quiok.tQ devour ihem. 
l/t,Siich 



III. 

t Ihall the Noife be, tnd the wild DHbrder, 
Things Eternal nay be like thefe EartMy) 
L the dire Tenor whoD the great Afcka^gol 

Shakes the Creation i 
IV. 
rs the Arong Pillars of the Vault of Heavra, 
(ks up ^ Mafi3ile» ^ Repofe of IViiKes^ * 

ih& Grsivcs open, and the Bones ariling. 

Flames all around 'em t 
V. 
k, the fhrill Outcries of the guilty Wretches ! 
sly bright Horror, and amazing Anguilh, 
e thio' their %e-lids, while the living Worm ta 

Gnawing witirin thtm. 

. vi. 

)ughts, like old Vultures, prey upon thcff Heartftrings, 
[ the Smart twinges, when the Eye beholds the 
ty Judge frowning, and a flood of 'Vengeance 

■RoHing afore him. 
VII. 
)elefs Immortals f how they fcrcamand flifrer 
ile Devils pu(h them to the Pit wide-yawning 
eous and gloomy to Ttccive them headlong 

Downto'the Centre. 

vm. 

) here, my Fancy : (all away, ye horrid ' 

efiil Ideas,) come, arifc toy E SUS, 

V he fits God-like ! and the Sahrts around him 

Thron'd, yet adoring ! 

DC. O 



j6 L TR IC P OE MS^ Boc 

JX. 

O may I fit there when he comes Triumphant, 
Dooming the Nations ! then afccnd to Glory, 
While our Hofaunoi all along the Paflkge 

Shout the Rede 



The Song of Angels above. 

I. 

EARTH has detained me Prifoner long. 
And I'm grown weary now : 
My Heart, my Hand, my Ear, my Tongue, 
There's nothing here for you, 
II. 
TirM in my Thoughts I ftretch me down. 

And upward glance mine Eyes. 
Upward (my Father) to thy Throne, 
And to my native Skies. 

III. 
There the dear M a n my Saviour fits. 

The God, how bright he fhines ! 
And fcatters infinite Delights 
On all the happy Minds. 

IV. 
Seraphs with elevated Strains 
Cirde the Throne around. 
And move and charm the ftany Plains 
' With an Immortal Sound. 



Sacred to Divot los^lkc y^ 
V. 

y E S us the Lo R D their Hatps em^kjiyu 

y ESUS my Love they fing, 
y ESUS the Name of both our Joys 
Sounds fweet from eveiy String. 
VI. 
Hark, liow beyond the narrow Bounds 

Of Time and Space they nin» 
And {peak in moft Majeftick Sounds^ 
The Godhead of the So N. 
VIL 
How on the Father^s Bread he lay. 

The Darling of his Soul, 

Infinite Years before the Day 

Or Heavens began to roll. 

vin. 

And now they (ink the lofty Tone, 

And gentler Notes they play. 
And bring th* Eternal Godhead down 

To dwell in humble Clay. 
IX. 
(acred 6eauties,pf the M a n ! 

(The God refides within) 
His Fle(h all pure, without a Stain, 

His Soul without a Sin. 

X. 
Then, how he look'd, and how he (miTd, 

What wondrous Things he (aid f 
Sweet Cherubs,, fiay, dwell here a while, 

Asidtai wh3X y ESUS did. 

F XI. At 
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XI. 

At his CoQimsfnd the filind aw^Ve, 

And feel the gladfom Rays j 
He bids the Dumb attempt to fpe^, 

They try their Tongues in Praife. 
XIL 
He ihed a thoufand Blefling^ round 

Where-e'er he turn'd his Eye ; 
He fpoke, and at the. Sovereign Sound 

The helliih Legions fly. • 

xm. 

Thus while with, unambitious Strife 

Th' Ethereal Minfbels rove 
Thro' all the Labours of his. Life, 

And Wonders of his Love; 
XIV. 
In the full Choir a broken String 

Groans with a ftrange Surprize ; 
The reft in Silence mourn th^ir K4ng, 

That bleeds, and loves, and diel 
XV. 
Seraph and Saint, with drooping Wings, 

Ceafe their harmonious Breath ; 
No blooming Trees, nor bubbling Springs, 

While 7 £5C/^ fleeps in Death. - 

XVI. 
'Ihen all at onc^ to living Strain*; 

They fummon every Chord, 
Break up the Topab, and burft his Chain?, 

And (hew their rifmg X. o r d» 

j\.:.: - XV 
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xvir. 

d the flaming Army throngs 
guard him to the Skies, 
oud Ho/anna's on their Tongues, 
I Triumph in their Eyes. 

xviri. 

ul State the conquering God 
;nds his fhining Throne, 
tuneful Angels found abroad 
: Vid^ries he has won. 

XIX. 
It me rife, and join their Song, 

be an Angel too ; 

:art, my Hand, my Ear, my Tongiie, 
b's joyful Woric for you. 
XX. 
i begin the Mufick here, 

fb my Soul fhould rife : 

ibme heavenly Notes to bear 
Spirit to the Skies ! 

XXL 

ye that love my Saviour, fit, 
re I would fain have place, 
fl your Thrones, or at your Feet, 
might fee his Face. 

xxn. 

>nfin'd to Earth no more, 
nount in hafle above, 
fs the God that I adore, 
fmg tbc M A N I love. 

F Z Firig 
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Fire J Jify Earth and Sea, praife ye the 
Lor d. 

I. 

EA R TH, thou great Footftool of our Gob 
Who reigns on high i thou fruitful Source 
Of all our Raymenty Life and Food ; 
Our Houfe, our Parent, and our Nurfe ; 
Mighty Stage of mortal Scenes, 
Dreft with flrong and gay Machines, 
Hung with golden Lamps around ; 
(And flow*iy Carpets fpread the Ground ) 
Thou bulky Globe, prodigious Mafs, 
That hangs unpillar'd in an empty Space ! 
While thy unweildy Weight refts on the feeble Air^ 
Bleis that Almighty Word that fix'd and holds thee Aat. 

n. 

Fire, thou fwift Herald of his Face, 

Whofe glorious Rage, at his Command, 

Levels a Palace with the Sand, 
Bending the lofty Spires in Ruin with the Bafe : 

Ye heav'nly Flames, that finge the Air, 

Artillery of a jealous Go d. 
Bright Arrows that his founding Qgivers bear 

To icatter Deaths abroad ; 
Lightnings, adore the fovereign Arm that fUngi 
His VeDgeance, and your Fixes^ q)on the Heads of Kinp. 

ULTto 
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III. 

lou vital Element, the Jir^ 

hofei boundleis Magazines of Breath 

nr fkihting Flame of Life repair, 

fave the Bubble Man from the cold Arms of Death : 

ye, whofe vital Moillure yields 

ife's purple Stream a frefh Supply ; 

it fPaters^ wandring thro' the flow'ry Fields, 

Or dropping from the Sky j 
fefs the Pow'r whofe all-fufficient Name 
needs your Aid to build, or to fupport our Frame. 

IV. 
[ow the rude Air, with noify Force, 
eats up and fwells the angry Sea, 
hey join to make our Lives a Prey, 
nd fwcep the Sailors Hopes away, 
I Hopes, to reach their Kir.dred on the Shores ! 
0, the wild Seas and furging Waves 
ape hideous in a thoufand Graves : 
lU, ye Floods, and know your Bounds of Sand, 
e Storms, adore your Matter's Hand ; 
Winds are in his Fift, the Waves at his C6mmand. 

V. 
rom the Eternal Emptine^ 
is fruitful Word by fecret Springs 
rew the whole Harmony of Things 
hat form this noble Univerfe : 
Id Nothing knew his powerful Hand, 
arce had he (poke his full Command, 
» Air, and Earth, and Sea^eard the creating Call, 
leap'd from empty Nothing to this beauteous All ; 
nd (till they dance, and ilill obey 
I Orden they received the great Creation-Day. 

F 3 ro# 
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The Farewel. 
I. 

DE A D be my Heart to all below. 
To mortal Joys aiid mortal Cares ; 
To fenfual Bliis that charms us fo 
Ec darky my Eyes, and deaf^ my Ears. 

II. 
Here I renounce my carnal Tafte 
Of the fair Fruit that Sinners prize : 
Their Paradife Iball never wafte 
One Thought of mine^ but to defpiic. 

III. 
All earthly Joys are over-weigh'd 
With Mountains of vexatious Care ; 
And Where's the Sweet that is not laid 
A Bait to fbme deftrudive Snare ? 

VI. 
Be gone for ever, Mortal Things f 
Thiou mighty Mole-Hill, Earth, Farewel ! 
Angels afpire on lofty Wings, 
And leave the Globe for Ants to dweD. 

V. 
Come Heaven, and fill my v^ Defires, 
My Soul purfues the fovereign Good : 
She was all made of hftavenfy Fires, 
Nor can file live on meaner Food. 
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® 
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God only known to bimfelf. 

STAN D^r4 adore! how glofrioos He - * 
That dwells in bright Eternity ! 
We gaze, and we coafbaad our Sight 
Plung'd in th' Abyfs of dazling Light. Z 

n. 

Thou Sacred One, Almighty T h R B k» 
Great Everlaftiiig Mystery, i. 

What lofty Numbers (hall we frame j 

Equal to thy tremendous Name ? 

m. 

Seraphs, the neareft to the Throne, 
Begin, and fpeak the Great Unknown : 
Attempt the Song, wind up your Strings, 
To Notes untry*d, and boundlefs Things, 

IV. 
Vou, whofe capacioMS Pow'rs furvcy 
Largely beyond our Eyes of Clay : 
Yet what a narrow Portion too 
Is feen, or known, or thought by yott t 

V. 
How flat your higheft Fraifes £dl 
Below th' inmienfe O r i c i n a l I 
Weak Creatures we, that ftrive in vain 
To reach an uncreated Strain \ 

F4 VI. Great 
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VI. 

Great God, forgive our feeble Lays, 
Sound oat thine own eternal Praife ; 
ASoQgfovaft, aThemefoki^,^ ' "' 
Calls for the Voice that tan*d the Sky. 



Pardon and' SanHification. 

I. 

MY Crimes awake ; and hideous Fear 
Diflraas my reftfcfs Mind, 
Guilt meets my Eyes with hoh-id G1are» 
And Hell puifucs behind. ' 
11. 
Almighty Vengeance frowns on high. 

And Flames array the Throne ; 
While Thundur murmt^ round the Sky; 
Impatient to be gone. 

TIL 
Where (hall I hide this noxious Head ; 

Can Rocks or Mountains faye ? 
Or (hall I wrap me in the Shade ' 
Of Midnight aid the. Grave? 
IV. 
Is there no Shelter fromf the Eye 

Of a revenging Gc!d } 
J ESUS, to thy dear Wounds I fly, 
JBedew me with thy Blood. 
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V. 

Thofe Guardian Drops my Soul &£9xe^ 

And wafli away my Sin ; 
Eternal Juflice frowns no more. 

And Confcience fmiles within. 
VL 
I ble(s that wondrous Purple Stream • 

That whitens every Stain ; 
Yet is my Soul but half redeemed. 

If Sin the Tyrant reign. 

vn. 

Lord, blail his Empire with thy Breath, 

That curfcd Throne muft fall j 
Ye flattering Plagues, that work my Death, - 

Fly, for I hate yoo all. - 



Sovereignty and GrofC. 



THE Lord? howfearfulishisName? ^ 
How wide.is his Command ? ; , , « 

Nature, with all her moving Frami;^ . ; .. . * ...\ 

Refis on his mighty Hand. 
IL 
Immortal Glory forms hi^ Throne^ ^ 

And Light his awful KiUbit } - . 
Whilft with a Smile, or with a Frown, 

He manages the Globe. 
C5 fS * »IA 
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III; 
A Word of his Almighty Breath 

Can fwell or fink the Seas ; 
Build the vaft Empires of the Earthy 

Cr break them as he pleafe. 

IV. 

Adoring Angels round him fall 

Li all their ihlning Forms, 
His fovereign Eye looks thro^ them all. 

And pities mortal Worms. 
V. 
His Bowels, to our worthlefe Race, 

In fweet Companion move ; 
He doaths his Looks with fofteft Grace, 

And takes his Title, Love. 

VI. 
Now let the Lord for ever reign. 

And (Way us as he will. 
Sick, or in Health, in Eafe, or Pain, 

We are his Favourites ^1. 
VIL 
Ko more (hall peevifh PafTion rife. 

The Tongue no more complain ; 
fTis fovereign Love that lends our Joy$^ 

And Love refumes ^gain. 



"»^lgv 



-•/ 
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^he Law and Gofpel. 

t. 

« ^^ U R S T be the Man, for ever curil, 
. V> " That doth one wilful Sin commit ; » 

'* Death and Damnation for the Firii, 

" Without Relief and Infinite. 
II. 

Thus Sinai roars ; and round the Earth 

Thunder, and Fire, and Vengeance flings ; 

MJESUS^ thy dear gafping Breath, 

And Cahvary^ fay gentler Things, 
III, 

** Pardon, and Grace, and boundlefs Love," 

" Streaming along a Saviour's Blood, 

" And Life, and Joys, and Crowns above, 

" Dear-purchas'd by a bleeding God. 

IV. 
Hark, how he prays, (the charming Sound' 
Dwells on his dying Lips) Fo r c i v e ; 
And every Groan, and gaping Wound, 
Cries, " Father, let the Rebels live. 

V. 
Go, you that reft upon the Law, 
And toil, and feek Salvation there. 
Look to the Flames that Mofes faw, \ 

And ihriiik, and tremble, and defpair. 
— F6 yLBu{ 
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VI. 

Bat ril retire beneajth the Cjpfs, 
Saviour, at thy dear Feet I lie ; 
And the keen Swo^ that Jufticc draws. 
Flaming and red, (hall pais xne by. 

Seeking a divine Calm in a reftlefs H^orld. 

O Mens, quae ftabili fata Regis vice, &c. 
C?Simv[t Book III. OJ. 2l 

I. 

ETERNAL Mind, who rul*ft the Fates 
Of dying Realms, and rifmg States^ 
With one unchanged Decree, 
While we admire thy vaft Affairs, ^ » 

Say, Can our little trifling Cares 
Aftbrd a Smile to thee ? 

11. 
Thou fcattereft Honours, Crowns and Gold ; 
We fly to feize, and fight to hold 

The Bubbles and the Oar : 
So Emmets fb-uggle for a Gram i 
So Boys their petty Wars maintain 
For Shells upon the Shore. . ., .^ 

in. 

Here a vain Man his Scepter hxtdka. 

The next a broken Sceptw takcs^. .;:.. L . ,:;::;:' b... 



Sacred /? D ev qtio »^ .&c. Z^ 

And Warriors win and IcJfcl; 
This rolling Worl4^wi)t never ftaiid,- * » .; 

^lunder*d and {hatched from Hand to Hand, . 

As Power decays or g^ows, / L' 

IV. . 
Earth's but an Atom : Greedy Swords 
^krve it amongft a thouf^nd Lords^ 

And yet they can't agree : 
^greedy Swor^ffiU^I^ and ilay, - 

can be poor; but. Lord, Iprsiy. : 

To fit and finile with thee* 



Ha^^ Frailty. 

I. -....■...•■. 
*| T O W meanly dwells thMnunortal Miad t 
li " How vile thefe bodies »^f . 
■« Why was a Qod of Earth 4efign*d 

•* T^ cndofe a heavenly Stw ? a - t r^ - .. 
' . n..- .•• !-;•%■ '^ 
^ Weak Cottage where our Souls refide \ \ : 

'* This Flefh a to'tt'ring Wall s > , ,, ,. 
•* With frightful Breaches gaping wide 

« The Building bends to |jl.' .- 

lih •.;... . . ...;•: - 

* All round it Storms of }Tr«ilj]^;l^l :j .; 

" And Waves of Sorrow rdl^-* ^ 7 v . f. . ^ 
.** Cold Waves and Winter Storms oea^ through, 
I ^^ And pain the Tenant-SouL 

IV, Alas! 
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ly. 

«< Alas t how fiail our State !*' iaid I ; 

And thus went mourning on, 
Till fudden from the deaving Sky 

A Gleam of Glory (hone. 
V. 
My Soul all felt the Glory come. 

And brcath'd her native Air j 
Then (he remember'4 Heaven her Home^ 

And (he a Prifoner here. 

VI. 
Stndght (he began to change her Key, 

And joyful in her Pains, 
She fung the Frailty of her Clay 

In pleafurable Strains. 

VII. 
<« How weak the Pris'n is where I dwell ! 

«< Flclh but a tottering Wall, 
f< The Breaches chearfiilly foretel, 

«« The Houfe muft (hortly fell. . i • 

VIII. 
^< No more, my Friends, (hall. I complain, 

<* Tho* all my Heart-(b'ings ake 5 
'* Welcome Di(ea(e, and every Pain, 

<< That makes the Cottage (hake. 
- IX. 

«« Now let the Tempeft blow all round. ' 

« Now fwell the Surges- high, 
5< And beat this Houfe of Bondage down, 
^ « To let the Stranger fly. 



.• - X- 

•* I have a Manfion bailtabove 

" By the Eternal Hand ; 
*' And (hould the Earth's old Bafis move 

« My Heav'nly Hoaie muft fiand, 
XI. 
•* Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigni, 

" (1 long to fee the G o p) 
V ^d his immortal Strength foftatns 

•< The Courts that coft him Blood. 
XII. 
Hark, from on high my Saviour calls : 

*• I come, my Lord, my L o v » ? 
Devotion. breaks the Prifon- Walls, 

And fpceds my laft Remove. 

'Launching into Eternity. 

IT was a biave Attempt ! adventurous He, 
Who in the firil Ship broke the unknown Sea : 
And leaving his deariiative Shores behind, 
Trufted his Life to the licentious Wind! 
I fee the furging Brine : the Tempeft raves : 
He on a Pine-Plank rides acrofs the Waves, 
Exulting on the Edge of thoufand gaping Graves : 
He fleers the winged Boat, and fhifts the Sails^ 
(Soii^u^rs the Flood^ and manages the Gates, 



i 
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Sncli is the Soul that leavesWhis mortal Land 
Fearleis when the great Mafter gives Command. 
Death is the Storm : She fmiles to hear it roar. 
And bids the Tempeft waft her from the Shore : 
Then with a fkilful Hebn ihe fweeps the Seas» 
And manages the raging Storm with Eafe ; 
(&r Faith can govern Death) flie fpreads her Wmgs 
Wide to the Wind, and as ihe fails fhe fmgs. 
And loTes by Degrees the fight of mortal Things.' 
As the Shores leflen, fb her Joys arife. 
The Waves roll gender, and the Tempefl dies. 
Now vaft Eternity fills all her Sight, 
She floats on the broad Deep with infinite ^Delight, 
The Seas for ever calm, the Skies fior ever bright. 



.^ 



A ProfpeSi of the RsfurreSlion. 

I. 

HOW long fhall Death the Tyrant reign 
And triumph o'er the Jufl, 
While the rich Blood of Martyrs flaia 
Lies mingled with the Dufl ? . 

II. , 

yJHien fhall the tedious Night be gone ? 

^^Vhen.wiU our Lord appear ? 
Our fond Defires would pray him . down^ 

Our Love embrace him hqe. . .. | ^ 
ib:;j *'^' 2 ' I "' ill. 
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m. 

.et Faith arife and dimb the Hills, 
And from aBir deioy 
bw difbnt are his Chariot-Wheels, 
And tell how fafl they fly. 

IV. 
0, I behdd the featuring Shades, 
The Dawn or Heav'n appears, 
"He fweet immortal Morning fpreads 
Its Bhifhes roimd the^ Spheres. 

V. 
fe the L'o R D of Glory come. 
And flaming Guards around: 
rhe Skies divide to make him Room, 
The Trompet ihakes the Groflud. 

VI. 
iku' the Voice, Te deadarife^ 
And lo, the Graves obey, 
bd waking Saints with joyful Eyei 
Sakte th* expeded Day. - > . 

VII. 
rhey leave the Duft, and on the Wing - 

^ to the middle Air, 
[n (hining Garments meet tl^ir King, 
And low adore him there. 

VIII. 
may my humble Spirit fland 

Amon^ them cloth'd in White 1 
The meaneft Place at his Right Hand 
fs infinite Delight. 
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How will our Joy and Wonder rife, •- ;^ 
When our returning ICing . ^ 

Shall bear us homeward thro! the Skies 
On Love's triumphant Wing \ 

Ad Dominum noftrum £5? Servatorem 
JESUM CHRISTUM.. 

. O D A. 

I. 

TE, grande Numen, Corporis Incola« 
Te, magna magni Progenies Patns, 
Nomen verendum noftri J ESU 
V0X9 Citharsy Calami fonabunt. 

II. 

Aptentur auro grandiTonse fides, 
CHRIST I Triumphos incipe Barbite, 

Fra6torque terrores A*vemi^ 
Vidum Ertbum, domitamqoe Mortem* 
III. 
Immenfa vaUos faecula circulo9 
Volvere, blando dum Patris in finik 

Toto fruebatur J EHOFAH 
. Gaudia mille bibens J ESU Si 
.. t IV 
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IV. 

onec fuperno vidit ab ^there 
iam cadentem, Tartara hlantia^ 
Unaqae mcrgendos ruina 
Heu nimiam miferos Nepotes : 
V. 
idit minaces Vindicu Angeti 
;nes&£nfein, Telaque Sanguine 
Tingenda nofbo, dum rapinse 
Spe fiemuere Erebaa Moi^a, 
VI. 
ommota (acras Vifccra protinus 
Kiscre flanunas, Omnipbtens furor 
EbuUity Immenfique Amons 
^chereum calet Igne Peftus. 

vir. 

Non tota prorTus Gens Hominum dabit 
Hofti Triumphos : Quid Patris & Labor 
" Dulcifque Imago ? num pcribuht 
•« Funditus ? O pri(^ AftrJt Caecw ' * " 

viil' 

Mergantur Undis, Sc redeac Chaos : 
Aut ipfe difperdam Saia/r/edolos, 
** Aut ipfc difpcrdar. Si ifti 

" Sceptra dabo^Hiode^anda dcxlr*.' ' 
IX. - 
Tcftor patcmum Numcn, & hoc C^t * * 
iEquale teftor, dixit; Sc iEtheris 
IncUnat ingens cuUnen, alto 

Defiliit^ue ruens Olympo. 
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X. 

Mortale corpus impiger indiiit 
Artufque noflros, heu tenyes nimis 
Nimifque viles f Vindicique 
Corda dedit fodienda Ferro. 
XI. 
Vitamquc Morti ; Proh dolor ! O graves '. 
7oHand:s Irae f O Lex fads afpcra ! 
Mercefque Peccati fevera 
Jdamici, vetitiquc fruAus 
XII. 
-Non Poena lenis ! Quo ruis impotens ! 
Quo Mufa ! largas fundere lachrymaa, 
Builique Diviiii triumphos 
Sacrilege temerare fletu ? 

XIII. 

Sepone queiliis, Ixta Devm cane 
Majore Chorda. Pfalle fonorios 
Ut ftrreas Mortis cavemas 
£t rigidam penetravlt Aulam. 
XIV, 
Sensere Numen Regna feralia, 
Mog^t Barathrum, contremult Chaos, 
Dirum fremebat Rex Gehenn^e^ 
Perque fuum tremebundus Orcum /.. . 

xy. 

Lati refiigit. ** Nil agis Impie^ 
" Mergat vel imis te PUegetbon vadts^ 
** Hoc findet undas Fulmen, inquit^ 
£t potriosjaculattts ignes 
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XVI. 
Tngecit ho(lenu Nigra iilenda 
Umbneque fiammas ^thereas pavent 
Dudum perofas, ex quo coroico 
Praecipites cecidere Ccelo. 

xvn. 

Immane rugit jam Tonitru ; fiagor 
Late roinam mandat : ab in&nis 
Le£laeqtte defignata Gend 
Tartara disjiduntur antris. 
XVIII. 
Heic ftrata paffim Vincula, ftheicjacent ^ 

Unci cruentiy Tormina Mentiiun 
Invifa f ploratuque vafb 
Spicula Mors fibi adempta plangit. 

XDL 

En, ut refurgit Vidor ab ultimo 
Ditis profimdo, curribus aureis 
Afhidla raptans Monfba no^tis 
Peidomitumque Ertbi Tyrannum. 
XX. 
Qaanta Angeloram gaodia jubilant 
Vidor patemum dum repetit polum ? 
£n qnalis ardet, dumbeati 
Limina fcandit Ovans Olympi f 
XXI. 
h triumpbe ple£ha Serapbica, 
b triumpbe Giex Hominum fone^ 
Dum beta quaquaverfus ambos 
Afira jepeiCtttiunt Triumphos. 

9m- 
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Stti-ipfius Increpatio. 
E P I G R A M M A. 

CORPOR E cur haercs, Wattji? car Incola T 
Quid cupis indignum. Mens habitare ktum ? 
Te Caro mille mails premit-; hinc juvenes gravat a 

Languor, & hinc vegetos crimina (anguis alit. 
Cura, Amor, Iva, Dolor mentem male difbahk ,* A\ 

Undique adefl Satanas reda fxva flruens. 
Sttfpice ut iEthereum fignant tibi nutibus Afba 

Tramitem, & Aula vocat parta Cruorc Dei. 
Te manet Uritl dux ; & tlbl fubjidt alas 

Stellatas Seraphin ofHciofa cohors. . 
Te Supcriim Chorus optat amans, te invitat J ESXj 

** Hue ades 8c nofbo tempora conde fmu. 
Vere amat ille Lutum quern liec Dolor aut Satan ai 

Inde, nee alliciunt Angelus, Aftra, Deus. 



Excitatio Cordis Caelum verfus. 

HE U quot seda tens carcere Corporis, 
Wattfif quid lefiigis Umen & Exitum ? 
Nee Mens i£thereum Culmenj & Atria 

^ Magni Patris anhc 



Sacred u DrvoTiow, &c. 99 

corpus vile creat mille Moleftias, 
tircum Corda volant & Dolor, & Metais, 
Peccatumque mails darius omnibus 

Cascas Irtfidias flruit. 
Non hoc grata tibi Gaudia de folo 
Surgunt't Christvs abeft, deliciae tuae, 
Longe Christus abeil, inter Sc Angdos 

£t pidla aiba perambulan«, 
^ Cofli fumma pefas^ nee jaculabitur. 
racunda tonans fulmina : Te D B u s 
Jortatur ; Facuum tcnde per Jera 

Pennas nunc bomim datat. 

'• /^^if Horat; liib.-I. Od.^, 

Breathing toward the Heavenly Country. 

Cafimire^ Book I. Od. 19. imitated. 

Vrit me F atria Dfcor, (stc. 

TH E Beauty of my native Land 
Inmiortal Love^infpires ^ 
I bum, I bum with ftrong Defircs, 
And iigh, and wait the high Command. 
There glides the Moon her fhining Way, 
And (hoots my Heart thro' with a Silver Ray, 

Upward 
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Upward my Heart afpires: 
A thoufand Lamps of golden Light 
Hang high, in vaulted Azure, charm my Sight, 
And wink and beckon with their amorous Fires, 
O ye fair Glories of my heavenly Home, 
Bright Centmels who guard my Father*8 Coor^ 
Where all the happy Minds refort. 
When will my Father's Chariot come f 
Muft ye for ever walk the Ethereal Round, 
For ever fee the Mourner lie 
An Exile of the Sky^ 
A Prifoncr of the Ground ? 
Defcend fome (hining Servants from on high. 
Build me a hafty Tomb ; 
A grafly Turf will raife my head ; 
The neighbouring Lilies drefs my Bed ; 

And (hed a cheap Perfume. 
Here I put off die Chains of Death, 

My Soul too long has worn : 
Friends, I forbid one groaning Breath, 

Or Tear to wet my Urn j 
Raphael, behold me all undrefl. 
Here gently lay this Flefh to reft ; 
Then mount, and lead the Path unknown. 
Swift I purfue thee, flaming Guide, on Pinions of my < 
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Cafimiri Epigranma. loo* 

n San<Etum Jrdalionem qui ex Mimo Chrifli- 
anus fadhis Martyrium paflus eft.* 

A R D A L I O facros dertdei carmine Ritus, 
iV Feftaqvt non aqua voce Tbeatra quatif, 
4udut Omntfotens ; " Non eft opus; inquit, 'hiuico 

" Fulmine ; tarn facileniy Gratia ^ vince FinaU;., 
Oe/erit ilia Polos , (^ defer it ifle neatrum^ ."...• 

Et tereti facrum tvolvit in Enfe Caput, 
* &V, fie, inquity abit noftr^t Comardia Fit^i 

** Terra wale, Caelum plaude, Tyranne feri. . , 

'■ \ 

Englifbed • 

On Saint Ardalio, who from a Stage- Player 
became a Chrijlian, andfuffered Martyrdom. 

'- ■ •■ .■•^ 

ARD ALIO jeers, and in his Comick Strains *■ 
The Myfterics of our bleeding God prdRiries - - 
While his loud Laughter ihakes the painted-Scenes. ^^ 
11. ^ 

Heaven heard, and ftrait around the fmeaking- Throne ' 
1\k kindling Lightning in thick Flaflies (hone, 
Aud vengeful Thunder mqrmur'd to be gone. - - '^ - 
G III. Mer] 
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m. 

Mercy ftood near, and with a imilingtBrow 
Calm'd the lond Thunder ^' Theie*s no need of yo 
*f Grace (hall defcend, and the weak Man fubdue. 

IV. 
Orace leaves the Skies, and ht the Stage forfakes, 
F« bows his Head down to the Martyring Ax» 
And as he bows, this gentle Parewel fpeaks^ 

V. 
«« So goes the Comedy of Life away ; 
** Vain Earthy adiea ; Heaven will applaud to Day 
** Strike Courteous Tyrant, and conclude the Play. 



IVben the Proteftant Church at Montpelici 
iemolijhtd hy /i^^ French King^s Order, 
Proteftant s laid Stones up in their Bur 
place^ whereon a Jefuit made n Latin 
gram. 

*\ 

Englilhed thus: 

AHu^not Church, once at Mo/ifpelUr bvdlt, 
$tood andprodaini'd their Madnefs and their< 
Too long it flood boneath Heav*ii's angry Frovm, 
Worthy when riiiBg to be thundered down. 
Irwk, at laft, th' Avenger of the Skies, 
Coimnands, and level with the Ground it lies : 
The Stones difpersM, their wretched Ofispring cq&k 
duller, and heap tbem on their Father's Tomb. 
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{ iht can'd Houle £dls on the BuiUer's Head : 
die* beneadi the Ground their Bonei are laid, 
iie jnft Vengeance M purfues the guilty Dead. 



I 



The Jnfwer by a French Protejiant. 
Englifhed thus: 

Cbrijlian Church once at MontfelUr ftood, 
, And nobly fpoke the Builder's Zeal for Go». 
od the Envy of the fierce Dragoon, 
lot deferv'd to be deftroy'd fo loon : 
Lfwis, the wild Tyrant o€ the Age, 
B down the Walls, a Viflim to his Rage, 
ig ^thful Hands pile up the iacred Stones 
r Monument ! ) o'er their dead Fathers Bones ; 
Stones fhall move when the dead Fathers rife, 
1^ before the pak Deftroyer^s Eyes, 
ceftify his Madnefs to th' avenging Skies. 

vo happy Rivals^ Devotion and the Mufe. 



T I L D as the Lightning, various as the Moon, 
/ Roves my Pindaric Song : 
ere (he glows like burning Noon 

G 2 la 
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In ficrceft Flames, and here fhe plays 
Gentle as Star-beams on the Midnight Seas ; 

.Now in a fmiling Angel's Fonn, 

Anon fhe rides upon the Storm, 
Loud as the noify Thunder, as. a Deluge ftrong. 
Arc my Thoughts and Wifhes free. 

And know no Number nor Degree ? 

Such is the Mufe : Lo (he difdaiqs 
The Links and Chains, 

Meafures and Rules of vulgar Strains, 
And o'er the Laws of Harmony a Sovereign Q 

.IL 
If Jhc roves 
By Streams or Groves 
Tuning her Pleafures or her Paifta, 
My Paffion keeps her ftill in Sight, 
My Pafhon holds an equal Flight 
Thro' Love's, or Nature's wide Campaigns. 
If with bold Attempt fhe fmgs 
Of tlje biggeft mortal Things, 
Tottering Thrones and Nations flain; 
Or breaks the.Flee^ of warring -Kings, 
While Thunders roar 
From Shore to Shore, 
'My So.ul fits fall upon her Wings, 
And fweeps the crimfon Surge, or fcours.thepurp! 

Still I attend her as fhe flies. 
Round the broad Globe, and all beneath the Ski< 

III. 

Btit when from the Meridian Star 
,Long Sfreaks of Czloiy fhine. 
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And Heaven invites her from afar. 
She takes the Hint (he knows the Sign, 
The Mufe afcends her heavenly Carr» 
And climbs the ileepy Path and means the Throne divine. 
Then fhe leaves my flutt'ring Mind 
Clogg'd with Clay, and unrefined. 
Lengths of DiHanpe far behind : 
Virtue lags with heavy Wheel ; 
Faith has Wings, bat cannot rife. 
Cannot rife, "Swift and high 

As the winged Numbers fly. 
And laint Devotion panting lies 

Half way tb' Ethereal HilL 
IV. 
O why 18 Piety fo weak. 

And yet the Mufe fo ftrong ? 
When ihall^thefe hatefid Fetters break ' 

That have confined me long } 
Inward a'^wing Heat I feel, . 

A Spark of heavenly Day 1 
But earthly Vapours damp my Zeal, 
And heavy Fleih drags me the downward Way. 

Faint are the Efforts of my Will, 
And mortal Paffion charms my Soul aftray. . 
Shine, thou fweet Hour of dear Releaie, 
Shine, from the Sky, 
And call m^e lugh 
To mingle with the Choirs of Glory and of BUis, 
Devotion there begins the Flight, 
Awakes the Song, and guides the Way ? 
There. Love and ^al divine .and bright 

; ' G 3 Trace 
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Trace out new Regions in the World of Light, 
And fcarce the boldeil Mde can ibUow or obef . 
V. 
Tm in a^DreaiD, and hncy reigns. 
She fpceads her gay de}ii£?e Scenes ; 

Or is the Vifion true f 
Behold Religion on her Thfone, 
In awful State defcending down, (View. 

And her Dominions vafl and bright within my ^ciou» 
She finiles, and with a courteous Hand 
She beckons me away ; 
I feel mine airy Powers I00& from die coaibrotts Chy> ' 
And with a joyful ha^e obey 
Reltgion*9 high Command. 
What Lengths and Heights^ a&d Dtpthi' oaknovnil' 
Broad Fields with bloDming Glory fo^n^ 
And Seas, and Skies, and Stan her owi^ 

In an unmeafur'd Sphere \ 
What Heavens of Joy, and X^ibt icfti^ ^, 
Which nor the rolling Sun hM fceii^ 
Where nor the roving Muic) Ym been, 
That gitateir Trtvdkr I 
Vi. 
A long Faitwc! to all below, 
Ifarewel tx) all Aat Senfe ca^ ftow. 
To, golden Scenes, and flow*iy FWJs^, 
To all th|p Worlds that Fancy buads. 

And aU tjiat Ptiets know. 
Now the fwift Tranfports of the Mind. 

Leave the fluttering Mufc behind, pWni 

A thouCucri loofix PindarU Ptamcs ^ featuring down the 
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Amongft the Clouds I lofe my Breath, 

The Raptare grows too firong : 
The feeble Pow'fs that Natore gave' 
Faint and drop downward to the Grave ; 
Receive their Fall, thou Treafiirer of Death » - 
I will no more demand my Tongue, 
Till the grofs Organ well refined 
Can trace the boundlefi Flints of an unfimier*d Mind, 
And raife an equal Song^ . 



The following Poems of this Book are pecu- 
liarly dedicated to Diyins, Lovs ♦r 

The Hazard of loving the Creatures. 
U 

WH£RE-£*£R my Biterii^ PaflkMs xove 
I £nd a lurking Snare ^ 
Tis dangerous to let loofe our Love 
Beneath th' Eternal Fair. 

It 
Sonht^^m the Tf>fc of Frfendflifp bihds. 

And Partners of our filood. 
Seize a large PortloB of oor MiiA, 
And leave the le6 for G o d. 

^ Diffirm ji^ts Imw tlmr different Ain and FtiSnmt %/ HMthiff, 
Mwa, much mare tbe Fajtion of the Are, when tbeje Poems wme 
^tten, to treat •/ At^/jv SuiftRs itt tbe Style # S&l<wJ3?s 
Soiio than it is at this Day, which wUi 9fM foRse Aookgy (u the 
Writer,, in bis youn|eft Year?. 

G4 . MLNa. 
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m. 

Nature has foft but powerful Bands,. 

And Reafon fhe controuk ; 
While Chadrcn with their- littie Hands 

Ring clofeft to our Souls. 

IV. 
Thoughtlefs they aa di* old Serpent's Part f 

What teoipting Things they be ! 
L o R Dy how they twine about our Hearty.. 

And draw it ofF from thee I 

Our hafty Wills mih blindly on 

Whei-e rifing Paflion rolls. 
And thus we make our Fetters ftrong 

To bind our ikviih Souls. 

VI. / . 
Dear Sovereign, break thefe Fetters ofF, 

And fet our Spirits free ; 
G o D ia himielf is Bliis en(»gh> 

For we have all in Thee. 



Defiring to love Christ^ 
L 

CO ME, let me love : or is thy Mind 
Hardened to Stone, or froze to Ice ? 
I fee the blefled Fair One bend 
And flqop t' embrace me from the Skies f 
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•11. 

D ? *tis.^ Thought would melt a Rock, 
And make a Heact of Iron movt, - ^ 

That thofe fweet Lips, that heavenly look. 
Should feek and wifh a moctal Love !. , 

•- •■IIL ' ' ■•- 
I was a Traitor doom'd to Fire, 
Bound to fufbdn Eternal Ifams ; 
He flew on Wings of ftrong Defire,. 
AiTum'd my Guilt, and took my Chains. 

Infinite Grace ? Almighty Charms f 
Siand in Amaze, ye whirling Skies^ . 
JESUS the Go D, with rialceS Ahnsl ''-''' 
Hangs on a Crofs of Love,, and diesi 

■■ y^ •-. •'•. ■ . . 

Kd Pity ever ftoop fo low, 

JOreis'd in Divinity and Blood*?' 

Was ever Rebel courted {b ''' ' '^ - ' 

In Groans of an expiring God?* 

Again he lives ; and fpreads his Hands, - 
Hands that were nail*d to tort'ring Smart ; 
By tbefe dear Wounds y fays he j and ft^dj ' 
And prays to clafp me to his Heart. ' . 

Sure I muft love ; or are my Ears • - ■ . J . / : 
Still deaf, nor will my PalTion move ? 
Then let me melt this Heart to Teartj *' • 
This Heart fhall yield to Death or Love;. 

- .".' : - i-..-:i ; ■ ?. ...1 ., :. 

Gj -i-^t- -.:.; ..:.„Tti 



tia L TR IC FOEMS'y Bb 



The Heart given dway^ 

I 

IF there are Pafllons In m^ Soul^ 
(And Paffions fure diere be) 
Now they arc all at thy Cdntroul,. 

n. 

If Love, that pleafingJBbwer,: can reft* 

Ih Hearts ib hard a&miBe,, 
C6ine, gentle SaviooTy to m^r Bkreaft,. 

For an my Love is thiae. 

HL 
tct the gay World, with treachenw A)ft^ 

ADure my Eyes in vaia: 
Phave convey'd away my Hcart,. 

Ne'er to return ag^. 

IV. 
I feel my warm^ Paffions dead 

Taall that Earth cap boat j 
This Soul of mine was never made- 

For Vanity and Daft. 

V. 
Kow I can fix my Thoughts above, 

Amidfl their flatt'nog Chanm, 
Till the dear Lord that hath my Love 

8h||} call me to his Arms. : 
I 
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yi. ' 

Se Gairul, at his King's Command, 

Fiom yon Cdeftial HIU, 
Walks downward to our worthkfi liand. 

His Soul points upward ililL 

He glides akmg my mortal Tliiags, 

Without a Thought of Love,' 
Fulfils his Tafk, and rp{eads his Wingji^ 

To reach the Reahns above. 



Medi^attPH in a Qrove, 
I. 

SWEET Mofe^defcend and bkfi the Shade, 
And blefs the Evening Grove ;• 
Bofinefs, and Noife, and Day are fled^ 
And every Care, but Love. 

I*. ' •'•. ^ •; ■■ 

But hence, ye wanton Young and Fair, 

Mine is a purer Flame ; 
No PhiUis Aali idea the Air,^ 

With her unhallowed Name. 

ni. 

J£5175 hasaHmyPowerspoffeftj r 

MyHopeSy my^Fean^ .my jbyis: . . '- I 

Be. the dear Sovereign of my Brcaft,, . 
Shall ftill commamd my Yoke. 
IV. 
Same of the ^lireft Chours abciv» . 
Shall teck around my Song,^ \] : . . '.^ 

G^ Wl«^ 



m carve our Paffioki'on the Bark, . " 

And every wounded Tree 
Shall drop and bear fome myftic Mark 
-That yE&US^ydfor me. 
VII. 
7 he Swains (hall wdnder when they rcadi 

Infcrib'd on all the Grove, 
That Htavenitfolfcame down, and Ued: 
To win a Mortal'a Love* 




'I'be Fair eft and the Only Beloved. 



H 



ON OUR to that diviner Ray: 
That firft allur'd my. Eyes away 



^-t- T7^?. 
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ir. 

Whtever fpeaks the Godhead greats 

And fit to be adored, 
RHiatever makes the Creature fweet^ 
^nd worthy of my FzS^on, mtet 

Harmonious in my L o r d*^ 
\ thoufand Graces ever rife 

And bloom upon his Face ;, 
i dionland Arrows from his Eyes^ 
hoot thro* my Heart with dear Surprize/ 

And guard around the Place. 

in. 

ill Nature's Art (hall never cure 
The heavenly Pains I fotmd, 
Lnd 'tis beyond all Beauty's Power 

To make another Wound : 
Earthly Beauties grow and hdc-r- 
Nature heals the Wounds fhe made,- 

But charms fo much divine 
lokl a long Empire of the Heart ; 
Wat Heaven has join'd fliall never part„ 
And JESUS mufl be mine. 

IV. 
Q vain the envious Shades of Nigh^ 

Or Flatteries of the Day 
i^ould veil his Image from my Sight,. 

Or tempi my Soul away ; - 
'ESUS is all my waking Theme, 
[is lovely Form meet» every Dream* 

And knows not to depart '_ 

I The 
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The IViffion reigns 
Thro* all my Veins, 
And floating round the crimibn Strea»r 

Still fib& him at mj Heart. 
V. 
Dwell there, ftreverdwdt^ my Love;; 

Here I confine my Senfe ; 
Nor dare my wildeft WKhes rove 

Nor ftir a Thought from thence. 
Amidft diy Glories and diy Grace 
Let an my Renuant-Minutes pais v 

Grant, thou Everlasting Faii^ 

Grant my Soul a Manfipa there : 
My Soul afpires to fee thy Pace 
Tho^ Life fhou'd for the Vifion pay r 
So Rivers run to meet the Sea,. 
And loTe their Nature in th* Embrace; 

VL 
Thou art my- Ocean, thou my Go d ;- 
Ih Thee the Paffions of the Mind 
With Joys and Freedom unconfih'd 
Exult, and ipread their Powers abroadi « 
Not all the glittering Things on high 
Can make my Heavesr if thou remove f. 
I fhall be tir'd and long to die y 
JEafe is a Pain without thy Love ; 

Who could ever bear to be 

Curft with Immortality 
AinoBg the Stars, but &r fix>m Thee f 
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Mutual Love Jironget^ than Deaths, 

i: 

No T die rkk Worid o£ I^£Dd» ab<nr» 
Ckn pay the mightjF Debt of Lofr 
I owe to'C H R I s T my Go D : 
With Pangs which none 1>at he could M 
He brought my guilty Stut/ffomHtll: ' 
Not the firft Secaph's ToQgnje can teU 
The Vahie of his Blood. 

If- 

Kindly, he feiz^d me in his Arms, 

From the falfe World's pernicious Chamm 

With Force divinely Aveet^ 
Had I ten thoefand Lives my^ own. 

At his Demand,. 

With chearful Hand,. 
M pay the Vital Tieafurc down 
h hourly Tributes at his Feet. 

ni: 

H Saviour,, let me tafle thy Grace 

With eveiy fleeting Breath T 
And thro* that Heaven of Pleafiue pais^ 

To the cold Arms of Death ; 
Then I could I06 fucccffive SouU 

Faft as the Minufles fly ; 
So Billow after Bflbw xQfi»> . 

To kiis the Sboi*^ aaddie 
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^ SubJIance of the following Copy^ and many of the 
Lines werejint me h art efteemed Friend^ Mr, W, 
Nokes, with a Dejtre that I would form thmM 
a Pindaric Ode ; but I retained his Meafures, hi 
I Jbould too much alter hi& Senfe. 

A Sight of Chki ST. 

ANGELS of Light, your-GoD and King? fummnd 
With noWc Songs ; in his exalted Fleffi 
He claims your Worihip ; while his Saints on Earthy 
Blcfs then: Redeemer-God with humble Tongues. 
Angels with lofty Honours crown his Head ; 
We bowing at his Feet, by Faith, may feel 
His diilaut Influence, apd confefs his Love 

Once I beheld his Face, when* Beams divine 
Bxx)ke from his Eye-lids, and unufual Light 
Wrapt 6ie at once in Glory and Surprize. 
My joyful Heart high leaping in my Bread 
With Tranfport cryM, ^T/^^/j /j /^^ Christ ^ God r ■ 
Then threw my Arms around in fwcet Embrace,- 
And clafp'd, and bow'd adoring low, till I was loft in him. 

While he appears, no other Charms can fkold . 
Or draw my Soul, afham'd of former Things, 
Which no Remembrance now defiave or Name,., . >.' ' 
TJxo' which. Contempt ; beft in Oblivion hid. . 

But 
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: the bright Shine and'Prefence foon withdrew! 

;ht him whom I lovCy but found him not ; . ' 

his AWcnce ; and with ftrongeft Cries 

lim'd, Where J^ES^US is not, all is vaih. 

Jier I hold him with a full Delight, 

ek kim panting with extreme Defire; 

he alone can pleafe my wond'ring Souli' 

lokl or feck him is my only Choice. 

: refrain on me to caft his Eye 

n from his Palace, nor my longing Soul 

L upward Look can fpy my deareiV Lord 

>' his blue Pavement, .1*11 behold him fUIl 

I fweet Reflection on the. peaceful Crols, . 

n his Blood and Ahguifh groaning deep, 

«ng and dyhig there 

\ Sightl ne*er can tefe, by it I live : 

lick'nihg Virtae from his Death infpir*d 

ife and Breath to me ; his Flefh my Food ; 

vital Blood I drink,, and hence my Strengjh.- 

live, I'm ftrong, and now Eternal Life 
ts quick within my Breaft , my vigorous Mind 
ras the dull Earth, and on her fiery Wings 
x:hcs the Mount of Purpofes Divine, 
mfels of Peace betwixt th' Ahnighty Three 
Kciv'd atonoe, and fign*d without Debate,, 
pcrfedl Union of th' Eternal Mind, 
th vaft Amaze I fee the unfathom'd Thoughts, 
inite Schemes, and infinite Defigns 
G o n 's own Jicart, in which he ever refts. 

Etenuty 
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Eternity lies open to my View ; 

Here the Beginniog.jftnd tBe End of all 

I can difcover J CHi^ 75 T Ae End of all. 

And CHi^/^r the great Beginning; hemyHead^- 

My God, my Glory, and my^ All in All. 

O that the Day, the joyful Day were come, 
When the firfl Adam from his ancient Duft 
Crowned with new Honours ftiall revive, and fee 
JESUS his Son and Lord ; while ihouting Saintr^ 
Surround their King, and G o d *s Eternal Son 
Shines in the midft, but with fuperior Beams, 
And like hhnielf ; then the myilerious Word- 
Long hid behind the Letter ihall appear 
AU Spirit and JUfe^ and in the Meft Light 
Stand forth to publick View ;-aDd there difclofi^ 
His Father^s iacred Works, and woodroixs Ways: 
Then Wifdom, Righteoufhefi and Grace divine^ . 
Thio' all the infinite TradaQions paft. 
Inwrought and thmiiig,. ihall 'with douUe Bfaze^- 
Strike our afh>nifli\t Eyes, and ever reig^ 
Admired andglotious in: triumphant Li^t.. 

Death, and the Tempter, and the X&n of Siii ' 
Now at the Bar arnugn'd, in Judgment caft. 
Shall vex the Saints no more : but perfect Love : 
And loudefl P^aifes perfedt Joy crea;te. 
While ever^irclmg Years maintain die blififnl State^ 



Ui 
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Love ofpa Cro/Sy and a Throne. 
I. 

NOW let my Faith grow ftrong^ and rife, 
And view my Lord in all his Love ;. 
Look back to hear his dying^Cries, 
Then ffloaht and fee his Throne above. 

IL 
See where he langiiih'd on the Crofr i;. 
Beneath my. Sins he gjraanM and d/d t^ 
See where he fits to plead my Caafti 
Bx his Ahnighty Father^ Side, 

in. 

If I behold his Uecdiog Hearty 
Tkre Love in Floods oif Sonow leipt^. 
He triumphs o>r jthe killing Smarts 
Aad buys my PleaTuie. with Ua Pains*. 

IV. 
Or if I climbth' Eternal Hills 
Where the dear Co n <^u e no r fits endiron^d^ 
Still in his Heart Compaifiofi dwells. 
Near the Memoriak of his WowkU 

V. 
How (hall a pardon'd Rebel (how 
How much I love my. dyii^ Goo?: 
Lord, here I bani(h. every. Foe, 
I hate the Sins that coil thy Bkxkl^ 
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. IV. 
I hold no more Commerce with Hell, 
]\itydeareft Lufts ihall all depart ; 
But let thine Image ever dwell 
Stampt as a Seal upon piy Heart. 



A Preparatory Thought for the LorcCi-Supl 
In Imitation of Ifai. IxiiL i,.2, 3,, 

I. 

WHAT heavenly Man, or lovely God, 
Comes marching downward iroxn the Skies, 
Arrayed in Garments rolled in Blood, 
With Joy and Pity in his Eyes ? 

The Lord! the S a v no u R f yes, •fis he^ . 
I know him by the Smiles he wears ; 
Dear glorious Man that dy'd for nve, 
Drench'd deep in Agonies and Tears f ' 

Lo, he reveals his fhining Brcaft ; 
Town thofe Wounds^ and I adore r 
Lo, he prepares a royal Feaft, 
Sweet Fruit of the fturp Pangs he bore f ' 

IV. 
Whence flow thefe Favours fo divine \ 
Lord! why fo lavHh of thy Blood ? - 
Why for fuch Earthly Souls as mine. 
This heav'niy Flelh, this facred Food ? ' 
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V. 

vas his own Love that made him bleed, 
at nail'd him to the cuHed Tree ; 
N2& his own Love this Table ipread 
: fuch unworthy Worms -as we. 

VL 
ien let us tafte the Saviour's Love, 
me. Faith, and feed upon the Lo-r d : 
ith glad Confent our Lips fhall move 
td fweet Ho/annas crown the fioanl. 



Cenverfe with Christ. 
I. 

'M tir*d with Vifits, Modes, and Forms, 
, And Flatteries paid to Fellow- Wonm j 

Their Converfation cloys ; 
Their vain Amoars, and empty StufT: 
But I can ne'er enjoy enough 
f thy bcft Company, my Lord, thou Life of all my Joys 

IL 
When he begins to tell his Love, 
Through every Vein my Paffions move. 

The Captives of his Tongue : 
In midnight Shades, on fro^ Ground, 
I could attend the pleafmg Sound, ( Jong. 

'or (hould I feel December cold, nor think the Darkncfs 

III. 
'here, while I here my Saviour«God 
oant o'er the Sins (a heavy Load) 

He 
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He bore upon the Tree, 
Inward I Uuih with fecrec Shame, 
And weep; andlov«, and bleis the Name 
TThat knew nof Guik norOrief his own, but bare i 
IV, 
Kext he deicribes the Thorns he wore^ 
And talks his bloody'Pkffion o'er. 

Till I am drownM in Tean : 
Yet with the S^rmfMithetic Smart 
There's a ftrange ]ay beats roond my Heart i 
The curfcd Tree has Bleflings in't, my fwceteft ] 
V. 
1 hear the glorions Sufierer tell. 
How on his Crofs he vanquiih'd (fell. 

And aH the Powers beneath : 
Traniported and infpir'd, my Tongue 
Attempts his Triumphs in a Song ; ( I 

How has the Sertent lofi his Stingy and <whiris thy i 
VI. 
But when he fhews his Hands and Heart, 
With thofe dear Prints of dyir^g Smart, 

He fets my Soul on Fire : 
Not the beloved John could reft 
With more Delight upon that Bread, ( 

Nor Thomas pry into thofe Wounds with more 

vn. 

Kindly he opens me his Ear, 

And bids me pour my Sorrow there. 

And tell him all'my Pains : 
Thus while I eafe my buiden'd Heart, 
In every Woe he bears a Part, (i 

His Arms embrace me, and his Hand my dcoopin] 

VI 
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VHI. 

f from my Thoughts, all human Things, 
td (porting Swains, and fighting Kings, 

And Taks of wanton Love . 
My Soul diidainft that litde Snare 
The Tuigics of Amita^t Hair ; . ( remove, 

line Arms, my Go D, are fwocter Bands, nor can my Heart 



Grace Jhining^ and Nature fainting^ 
Sol Song i. 3^ & ii. 5* &: vi. 5« 

I. 

TE Lf« me, fair^ of thy Kind, 
Tell me Shepherd, all divine, 
Where this Anting Head redin'd 
Vizy relieve fuch Cares as mine : 
Shepherd, lead me to thy Groves 
[f baroing'Noon infed the Sky 
rhe fick'ning Sheep to Covert fly, 
Qie Sheep not half ib fiunt as I, 
Thus overcome with Love. 
11. 
Say,. thou dear Sovereign of my BreafI, 
^^^\«n doft thou lead thy Flock to refti 
Why (hould I appear like one 
Wild and wandring all -alone, 
Unheloved and unknown ? 
O my Great Redeemer, iay. 
Shall I turn my FeetaOiay ! 

WiB 
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Will J E SUS bear to fee me rove. 
To fee me feek another Love ? 
IJI. 
Ne'er had I known his deareil Name, 
Ne'er had I felt his inward Flame, 
Had not Jiis Heart-firings firft began the tender So 
Nor can I bear the Though^ that He 
Shou'd leave the Sky, 
Shou'd bleed and die, 
: Should love a Wretch To vile as me 
Without Returns of Pailion for his dying Wound. 

rv. 

His Eyes are Glory nux*d with Grace ; 
In his Delightful awful Face 
Sits Majefly and Gentleneis. 
So tende; is my bleeding Heart 
That with a Frown he Jdlls ; 
His Abfence in perpetual Smarts 
Nor is my Soul refin'd enough 
To bear the Beaming of his Love, 

And feel his warmer Smiles. 
Where ihall I reft thi^ drooping Head ? 
I love, I love the Sun, ^d yet I want the Shade 
V. 
My finking Spirits feebly flrivc 

T* endure the Extafy ; 
Beneath thefe Rays I cannot live. 

And yet without them die. 
None knows the Pleafure and the Pain 
That all my inward Powers fuflain 
But fuch as feel a Saviour's Love, and lovt the G( 
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VI. 

hy (hould Beau^, heavenly bright 

op to chanuxa Mortal's Sight, 

torture with the fweet Excefs of Light ? 

ir Hearts, alas ! how ^1 their Make ! 

ith their own Weight of Joy they break, 

vhy is Love fo ftrong, and Nature's felf fo weak ? 

VIL 
Tom, turn away thine Eyes, 
fcend the Azure Hills, and Hiine 
MigJ the happy TenJints of the Skies, 
y can fuftain a Vifion fo divine. 
) turn thy lovely Glories from nje, 
! Joys are too intenfe, the Glories overcome mc« 

yiih 

^ Lo R D» forgive ray raJh Complaint, 
And love me ftill 

Againft my froward Will ; 
Jnvail thy Beauties, tho' I faint, 
•end the great Herald from the Sky, 
^d at the Trumpet's awful Roar 
riiis feeble State of Things (hall fly, 
^d Pain and Pleafure mix no more : 
rhen (hall I gaze with ftrengthned Sight 
^n Glories infinitely bright. 

Heart (hall all be Love, xL\y J ESU$ ?S[ Delight. 



H Lovi 
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JST" 



Love to Ch RisT prefent or akfcnt. 

L 

OF all the Joys we Mortals know, 
JESUS, thy Love exceeds the reft ; 
Love, the beft Blefllng here below. 
And neareft Image of the bleft. 
11. 
Sweet arc my Thoughts, and foft my Cares, 
When the Celeftial Flame I feel ; 
In all my Hopes, and all my Fears, 
There's fomething kind and plealing ftill. 

in. 

While I am held in his Embrace 
There's not a Thought attempts to rove ; 
Each Smile he wears upon his Face 
Fixes, and charms, and fires my Love. 

IV. 
He fpeaks, and ftrait immortal Joys 
Run thro* my Ears, and reach my Heart ; 
My Soul all nielts at that dear Voice, 
And Pleafure ftioots thro' cvciy Part. 

V. 
If he withdraw a Moment's i^e. 
He leaves a facred Pledge behind ; 
Here in this Breaft his Image ftays, . 
The Grief and Comfort of my Mind. 

VL W 
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VI. 

While of his Abfence t complain. 
And long, and weep as Lovers dO| 
There's a ftrange Plcafnre in the Pain, 
And Tears have their own Sweetnefs tda. 
VII. 

When round his Courts'by Day I rorc. 

Or a& the Watchmen of the Night 

For fome kind Tidings of my Lore, 

His very Name creates Delight. 

vm. 

JESUS, my God; yet rather come ; 
^iine Eyes would dwell upon tlly Face ; 
'Tis bcft to fee my L o R D at home, 
^d feel the Prcfcnce of his Grace. 



Tbe Abfence of Christ. 



COME, lead me to fome lofty Shade 
Where Turtles moan their Loves ; 
"^all Shadows were for Lovers made ; 
Aad Gfief becomes die Groves. 
III. 
't'is no mean Beauty of the Ground 

That has xnflav*d mine Eyes ; 
I faint beneath a nobler Wound^ 
Nor love below ^ Skies. 

H « HI- 7 1- 
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III. 

JESUS, the Spring of all that's bright. 

The Everlafting Fair, 
Heaven's Ornament, and Heaven's Delight, 
Is my Eternal Care. 

IV. 
But, ah ! how far above this Grave 
Does the bright Charmer dwell ? 
Abfence, thou keeneft Wound to Love, 
That fharpeft Pain, I feel. 
V. 
Penfive I climb the facred Hills^ 
And near him vent my Woes ; 
Yet his fweet Face he ftill conceals. 
Yet ftill my Paffion grows. 
VI. 
I murmur to the hollow Vale, 
I tell the Rocks my Flame^ 
And blefs the Eccho in her Cell 
That beft repeats her Name. 
VII. 
My Paffion breathes perpetual Sighs, 

Till pitying Winds fhall hear. 
And gently bear them up the Skies, 
And gently wound his Ear. 



Deftring bis Befcent to Earth. 
I.. 

JESU S, I love. Come, deareft Name, 
Come and poiTefs this Heart of mine ; 

Z ^ IlOTC, 
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I love, tho' 'tis a fainter Flame, 
And infinitely lefs than thine. 

n. 

O ? if my L o R D would leave the Skies, # 
Dreft in the Rays of mildeft Grace, 
My Soul Ihould haften to my Eyes 
To meet the Pleafures of his Face. 

iir. 

How would I feaft on all his Charms, 
Then round his lovely Feet entwine f 
Worfliip and Love, in all their Forms, 
Should honour Beauty fo divine. 

In vain the Tempter's flatt'ring Tongue, 
The World in vain ihould bid me move. 
In vain ; for I ihould gas^ fo long 
Till I were all transform'd to Love. 

V. 
Then (mighty Go d) J'd fmg and (ay, 
*< What empty Names are Ctowbs and Kings i 
« Amongft 'em ^ve thefe Worlds away, 
« Thcfc little defpicablc Things. 

VL 
I would not afk to dimb the Sky, 
Nor envy Angels their Abode, 
I have a Heav'n as bright and hi^ 
in the bleil Vifion of my God. 



H ^ JfiendiMg 
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m^^wm^ 



Afcmdif^ t9 him in Htuveu. 
J. 

5^T^IS pure Delight, without Alby, 
X J ES ITS, to hear thy Name, 
My Spirit leaps with inward Joy, 
I feel the facred Flame, 

IT. 
My Paflions hold a plea£ng Reign^ 
While Love inipires my Bx^aft, 
Love, the divinefl of the Train, 
The Sovereign of the reft. 

m. 

This is the Grace moil live and fiiig. 

When J^aith and Fear fhall ceafb, 
Muft ibnna from Hfrity joyfiu Strfi^g^ 

Thro' the fweet Groves of Blifi. 
IV. 
Let Life immortal feize my Cby ; 

Let Love refine my Eiood ; 
Her Flames can bear my Soul away. 

Can bring me near my G o d. 
V. 
Swift I afccnd the heavenly Place, 

And haflen to my Home, 
I leap tQ meet thy kind Embrace^ 

I come, O Lo R p, I come. 



Visa* 
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VI. 

jikdowD, ye feparadn^ Hills, 

Let Guilt and Death remoYC, 
Vis Love tha^ ^livct my CliariDC-Wlieels» 

And Death muft yield to Love. 



The Prefence of God worth dying for : 
Or, The Dioih of Mofcs. 

L 

LORD, *tx3 an infinite DeSght 
To fee thy lovely Tace, 
;*o dwell whde Ages in thy Sight, 
And feel thy vital Rqrs. 

n. 

This Gabriel knows ; and fings thy Namf 

With Rapture on his Tongue ; 
^9fes the S&int enjoys the fame. 

And Heaven repeats tlie Song. 

in. 

^Thile the bright Nation founds thy Fraifo 

From each eternal Hill, 
>weet Odours of exhaling Grace 

The happy Region fill. 

IV. 
Fhy Love, a Sea without a Shore, 

Spreads Life and Joy abroad : 
'tis a Heaven worth dying for 

To fee a finiling Go d f 

H 4 V. Shew 
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V. 

Shew me thy Face, and Til away 

From all inferior Things ; 
Speak, Lord, and here I quit my Clay^ 

And ftretch my airy Wings. 
VI. 
Sweet was the Journey to the Sky 

The wondrous Prophet try'd ; 
Climb up the Mounts fays God, and die i 
^ The Prophet dimW and dy'd. 

VII. 
Softly his fainting Head he lay 

Upon his Maker's Breaft, 
His Maker kifs'd his Soul awaj'j 

And laid his Flefh to reft. 

vra. 

In G d's own Arms he left the Breatfa 

That G o d's own Spirit gave ; 
His was the nobleft Road to Death^ 

And his the fweeteft Grave. 



^^s^M^&X^ 



Long for his Return. 

I. 

O'T W A S a mournful parting Day f 
Fareiuel, my Spmfe, he (aid ; 
(How tedious, Lord, is thy Delay ! 
How long my L o V £ hath (laid \) 

II. Farrwil! 



Sacred to Djbvotion, &c. 13J 
II. 

Tarewel ; at once he left the Ground, 

And dimb'd his Father's Sky : 
L o R Dy I would tempt thy Chariot down* 
Or leap to thee on high. 

III. 
Round the Creation wild I rove. 
And fearch the Globe in vain 2 
There's nothing here that's worth my Love 
Till thou return again. 

IV. 
My Paflions fly to feek their Kino, 

And fend their Groans abroad. 
They beat the Air with heavy Wing, 
And mourn an abfent Goo: 
V. 
"With inward I^in my Heart-ftrings found, 

My Soul diifolves away s 
Dear Sovereign, whirl the Seafbns round. 
And bring the promis'd Day. 



Hvpe in Barknefs. 

1694, 
I. 

YET, Gracious God, ■ 

Yet will I feek thy finiling Face i 
What tho' a (hort Eclipfe his Beauties ihrowd 

And bar the Influence of his Rays, 
Tis but a Morning Vapour, or a Summer-Cloud : 

Hj He 
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He Is my San tho' he refuTe to ihine^ 
Tho' for a Moment Ke depart 
I dwell for ever on his Heart, 

For ever he on mine. 
Earljr before the Light ariie 
1*11 fpring a Thought away to G o d ; 
The Paflion of my Heart and Eyes 
Shall fhout a thoufand Groans and Sighs^ 
A thoufand Glances ftrike the Skies^ 
The Floor of his Abode. 

n. 

Dear Sovereign, hear thy Servant pray. 

Bend the blue Heavens, Eternal King, 

Downward thy chcSfffiil Graces bring ; 
Or fhall I breathe in vain alid pant my Hours away ? 
Break, glorious Brightness, thro* the gloomy Ve2, 

Look how the Armies of Defpair 

Aloft their footy Banners rear 

Kound my poor captive Soul, and dare 

Pronounce me Prifoner of Hell. 

FutThou, mySui*, and Thou,^ my Shield, 

WHt (ave me in the bloody Field ; 
Break, gloripus BRicHTNEss,fhoot one glimmering Ray, 

One Glance of thine creates a Day, 

And drives the Troops of Hell away. 

III. 

Happy the Times, but ah f the Times arc gone 
When wond'rous Power and radiant Grace 

Round the taH Arches of the Temple fhone^ 
And mingled their vi^lorious Kays : 
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Sin, with all its ghaftly Train, 
Fled to the Deeps of Death a^ain, 
ioA finiling Triumph lat on crery Face : 
Our Spirits raptur'd with the Sight ^ 

Were all Devotion, aH Delight, 
And loud Hofannas founded tht Redeemer's Praife. 
Here could I fay, 
( And point the Place whereon I flood) 
Here I cnjoy'd a Vifit half the Day 
From my defaj|ding Go o : 
I was regal'd with heavenly Fare, 
With Fruit and Manna from above ; 
Divinely fwect the Blefltog? were 
While mine Emanuel 'wzs there : 
And o'er my Head 
The Conqueror fpread 
The Banner of his Love. 
IV- 
Then why my Heart funk down ib low ? 
Why do my Eyes difiblve and ^wf^ 

And hopele^ Nature mourn ? 
Review, my Soul, thofe pJcaiing Days, 
Read his unalterable Grace 
Thro' the Difpleafurc of his Eaoc;, 

And wait a kind Return. 
A Father's Love may raife a Frown 
To chide the Child, or pvove the Son, 

But Love will ne^er deftroy ; 
The Hour of Darloaefs is but ihort. 
Faith be thy Lile, and Patience d^ Support, 
The Mooiing brings the joy, 

H 6 Cmi^ 
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Come J Lord JESUS. 

I. 

WH E N ihall thy lovc!y Face be feen > 
When ihall our Eyes behold our God? 
What Lengths of Diflance lie betw«n, 
And Hills of Guilt ? a heavy Load I 

Our Months are Ages of Delay^ 
And flowly every Minute wears : 
"B'Yf winged Time, and roll away 
Thefe tedious Rounds of iluggifh Years; 

JU. 
Ye heavenly Gates, loofe all your Chains, 
Lfet the eternal PiUan bow ; 
Bleft Saviour, cleave the ftany Plains,. 
And make the Cryftal Mountains flow. 

IV. 
Hark, how thy Saints unite their Cries, 
And pray and wait the generld Doom ; 
Come, Thou, The Sou^ of all our JoT«i. 
Thou, The Desire of Nations, come. 

V. 
Put thy bright Robes of Triumph on. 
And bleis our Eyes, and blefs our Ean, 
Thou abfent Love, thou dear Umknowit, 
TliQU Fairest of tin thousand Fair«. 

VI 
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VL 

Car Heart-ibings groan with deep Complain^ 
Our Flefh lies panting. Lord, ibr thee^ 
And every Iamb, and every Joints 
Stretches for Immortality. ' 

vn. 

Our Spirits lliakc their eager Wings, 

And bam to meet thy flying Throne f ' » 

We rife away fix)m mortal Things 

T' attend thy fhining Chariot down. 

VIIL 
Now let our cheaiful Eyes furvey^ 
The blazing Earth and melting HiUs^ 
And fmile to fee the Lightnings play^ 
And flaOi along before thy Wheels, 

IX. 
O for a Shout of violent Jbys 
To join the Trumpet's thundering Sound f 
The Ang^l Herald fhakes the Skies, 
Awakes the Graves, and tears the Grounds 

X. 
Ye flumb*ring Saints, a heavenly Hoft 
Stands waiting at your gaping Tombs ;. 
Let every facred fleeping Dufl 
Leap mto Life, for J E S US comes. 

XL 
JESUS, Ac G o D of Might and Love, 
New-moulds our Limbs of cumb'rous Clay ; 
Quick as Seraphick-Flames we move, •. 
Active and young, and &if as they. 

xaoof 
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XII. 

Our aiiy Feee with unknown Flight 
Swift as the Motions of Defire, 
Rnn up the Hills of heavenly Lights 
And leave the weltring World in Fire 
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Bewailing wy own Incon/iancy. 

I. 

I LOVE the Lord; butahf hovfar 
My Thoughts from die deso* Ohfo^ are 
This wanton Heart, how wide it roves ! 
And Fancy meets a thou&nd Loves. 

n. 

If my Soul bum to fee my Goo, 
I tread the Courts of his Alsode, 
But Troops of Rivals throng the Place 
And tempt me off before his Face. 

m. 

Would I enjoy my Lord alone, 
I bid my PaiHons all be gone. 
All but my Love ; and charge my Will 
To bar the Door and guard it fUU. 

IV. 
But Cares, or TVifles, make, or find^ 
Still new Avenues to the Mind, 
Till I with Grief and Wonder ft^ 
Huge Crowds betwixt the L o n d and me. 

V.^Oft 
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V. 

Oft I am told the Mufe will prove 
A Friend to Piciy and Love > 
Strait I begin fome facred Song, 
And take my Saviour on my Tongoer 

VL 
Strangely I lofc his lovely Face, 
To hold the empty Sounds in^rhafc > 
At beft the Chimes divide my Heart, 
And the Mofe flares the larg^ part. 

vn. 

Falfe Confident f and fklfer Bread ! 
Pickle, and fond of every Gueft : 
Each airy Image as it flics 
Here finds Admittance thro^ my Eyes, 

VIII. 
This fboliih Heart can leave her G o d,. 
And Shadows tempt her Thoughts abroad: 
How fliall I fix this wandrmg Mind ? 
Or throw my Fetters on the Wind? 

IX. 
liOok gently down, Az^mighty Gracx^ 
I^riibn me round in thine Embrace ; 
I'ity the Soul that would be thine. 
And let thy Power my Love confine. 

X. 
Say, when fhaQ thy blight M<mient be 
Tkt I fhall live alone for Thee, 
My Heart no foreign Lords adore. 
Andthe wild Muie prove ^ilie no more ? 
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ForfakeTtj yet Hoping. 

I. 

HAPPY the Hours, tlic golden Days, 
When I could caU my 7 £ 5 1/ 5 minc^ 
And fit and view his finiling Face, 
And melt in Pieafures all- divine.. 

n. 

Near to my Heart, within my Anns 
He lay, till Sin de£l*d my bread. 
Till broken Vows, and earthly Charms^ 
TirM and provok'd my heavenly Gueft. 

III. 
And now He's gone, (O mighty Woe f ) 
Gone from my Soul, and hides his Love ! 
Curfe on you. Sins, that griev'd Him (o. 
Ye Sins, that forcM him to remove. 

IV. 
Break, break, my Heart ; complain, my Tongue j; 
Hither, my Friends, your Sorrows bring ; 
Angels, afTiil my doleful Song, 
If you have e*er a mourning String. 

V. 
But, ah ! your Joys are ever high» 
Ever his lovely Face you fee ; 
While my poor Spirits pant and die^ 
And groftB, ibr Thce^ my Go p, for Thee. 

Vt 
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VI. 
et my Hqpe look thro' my Tears^ 
fpy afar his rolling Throne ; 
i^harlot thro' the cleaving Spheres 
bring the bright B b l o v b d down 

VII. 
: as a Roe flies o'er the Hills, . 
Soul fprings out to meet him high, 
a the fiur CoNquBROn turns his Wheels^ 
dimbs the Maniions of the Sky. 

VIII. 
re finiling Joy for ever reigns 
more the Turtle leaves the Dove ; 
n^l to Jealouiies, and Fkin% . 
I all the His of abfent Love, 



The Conclusion. 

God exalted above all Praife. 

I. 
T E R N A L Power ! whofe high Abode 
' Eecomes the Grandeur of a God ; 
lite Length beyond the Bounds 
ere Stars revolve their litde Rounds* 

IL 
J loweft Step above thy Seat 
:s too high for Gabriel^ Feet, 



In 
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In vain the tall Arch* Angel tries 

To reach thine Heig^ vnA wondraig Ejct. 

III. 
Thy dazUng Beauties wiiiM h€ fings 
He hides his Face behind his Wings $ 
And Ranks of (hining Thsones around 
Fall worihipping, and fpread die Grounds 

IV. 
Lord, what (hall Earth and A&es do f 
We would adore our Maker to*-i 
From Sin and Dull to thee we cty^ 
7'^/Grbat, thiHoh^f 0mttM1ii9nl 

V. 
Earth £rom afitf has heard ^ Pame^ 
And Worms haye kamt to K(f dq^ NaAe I 
But O, the Glories of thy Mind 
Leave all qui tedong Thoughts hduxuL 

VI , 
G o D is in Heaven, and Men below; 
3Bc fhort, our Tunes ; our Words be few ; 
A (acred Reverence checks our Scmgs^ 
As»d Praife fits filent on our Tongues. 

The End of the F i R s T B o o k» 

Tsbifla Laus^ O Dbus, Pial. Yxf. u 



HORJt 



HORM LYRICM. 



BOOK IL 

acred to Virtue, Honour, 
and Friendship. 

TO 

Btr MAJESrr. 

^^UEEN ofAeKirtbtrM WoM wl iofegaMie Stnf 
^3 Conunai>dsoiirLove,andduniuoarHeartit*obe}r, 
*^ Foigiw iiw Nation's Grotn when fTJL LI AM 
t, anky Feet inall the iopl Piide (dy'd: 

* blooming Joy, three happy Realms appear, 
)d ^/£i:/^JIf'sUmalmofi without a Tear 
inds ; nor con^>lains : while fiom thy g^vdous Tongoe 
Ke flows in Silver Streams amidfl the Throng, 
nazing Balm, that on thofe Lips was found 
> Tooth the Torment of that moi:tal Wound* 

AaA 
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And calm the wild Affright ! The Terror dies, . 
The bleeding Wound cements, the Danger flies. 
And AlUoM fhottts thine Honours as her Joys arife. 

The German Eagle feels her Guardian dead. 
Not her own Thunder can fecure her Head i 
Her trembling Eaglets haflen from afiir. 
And Belgians Lion dreads the Gaiiick War : 
All hide behind thy Shield. Remoter Lands 
Whofe Lives lay truf^ in Naffb<vian Hands 
Transfer their Souls, and live ; fecure they play 
In thy mild Rays, and love the growing Day. 

Thy beamy Wing at once defends and warm^ 
Fainting Religion, whilft in various Forms 
Fair Piety fhines thro' the Britijh Ifles : 
Here at thy Side, and in thy kindeft Smiles * 
Blazing in ornamental Gold (he Hands, 
To bleis thy Councils, and aM thy Hands, 
And Crowds wait round her to receive Conmiands. 
There at a humble Dillancc: from the Throne f 
Beauteous (he lies ; her Luflre all her own, 
UngamifhM ; yet not blufhing, nor afraid. 
Nor knows Sufpidon, nor afieds the Shade : 
Chearfttl and pleased fhe not prefumes to fhare 
In thy Parental Gifts, but owns thy Guardian Can 
For thee, dear Sovereign, endlefs Yows arife. 
And Zeal with earthly Wing falutes the Skies 
To gain thy Safety : Here a folcmn Form * 
Of ancient Words keeps the Devotion warm^ 

• He eftablijb^d Cbureb of England, 
f lUPrQt^atit Dtffinteru 
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ides, but bounds our Wiflies : There the Mind § 
! own Fire, and kindles anconfin*d 
older hopes : Yet ftill beyond our Vows 
^ely Glories rife, thy fpreading Terror grows. 

N c E s s, the Woiid already owns thy Name ; 
ount the Chariot of immortal Fame, 
e to be renownM : Fame's loudeft Breath 
»r is purchasM by an AngePs Death, 
engeance of thy Rod, with general Joy, 
:oarge Rebellion and the Rival-Boy * : 
lunding Arms his Gallic Patron hears 
leeds his Flight ; not overtakes his Fears, 
ud Defpair wring from the Tyrant's Soul 
ron Tears oqt. Let thy Frown controul 
igry Jars at home, till Wrath fubmit 
npious Banners to thy facred Feet, 
^eal, and Frenzy, with their murderous Train, 
lie(e fweet Realms in thine aufpicious Reign, 
expire in Rage, and Treafon bite the Chain. 



i 



: no black Scenes affright fair Alhion^s Stage : 

Thread of Life prolong our golden Age, 

blefs the Earth, and late afcend thy Throne 

eal ; (not thy Deeds are there unknown, 

here unfung ; for by thine awful Hands 

en rules the Waves, and Thunders o'er the Lands, 

es inferior Kings f ,and gives 'em their Commands.) 



ii 



he Protefiant T^lJfmterU 

"he Frettnder,. 

he made Charlet the Emperor's fccond Son King of iS/tf/V, who 

£mperor of Germany^ • 

Legions 
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Legiois atiend thee at ^ radknc Gat& % 

For thee thy Sifler-Sarapfa^ bkft MAR lA^ waits. 

But dif the partrnj; Stioke I fome heavenly Fowi^ 
Chear thy iad Britons in the gloomy Hour^ 
Somf new piopitaoiiA Star appeiar on high 
The feiieft Glory W the Wefi&n Sky, 
And ANNA be its Name ; with gemk Sway 
To check the Planets of aaljgnant Ray, 
Sooth the Rude N§rth Wind, and the nigged Biar^ 
Calm rifmg Wars, heal the contagious Air, 
And reign with peaceful Influence to the ScMhem ^fdieie. 

Note, Tbii Poem was wntten in the Tear 1705, in that bolkmr4 
Part of the Reign of oar late Ovxek, v^it fie JM broke tbe Fres 
Power at Blenheim, Mj/erted tSe right of CHA-iti.xs tbe prefoit i 
peror to the Crcnon of ^in,. exerted her Zeal for the Proteftant Si 
ceffion, and fromifed inviolably to itiaiiitsiia the ToUeratiQii to 
Proteftant DIffenters, Tbusjhe appeared tbe thirf Support of the f 
formation, and the Patroncis of the Liberties of Europe. 

fTbe latter Part ^ htr Reign veaeefa d^^trent Cohur, oHd foot 
K9 niear.t attended wtb the AccomfViJhment of tbofe ghrhut Hopes tab, 
we bad conceived. Now tbe Mule canna Jatisfy her felf to publijb t 
new Editien withom nchtowUdgtng the Mi/fake of ber former Prejagi 
and while fie does tbe World this Jufiice, fie does ber felf the t.em 
tf a 'voluntary RetraSatioti, 
Augufti. Jjzu 



PALINODIA 

BRITO NS, forgive the fbrwaitf Mufe 
That dar'd Prophetic Seals to loofe,, 
(Unskilled in Fate's Eternal Book,) 
And die deqp^ ChixslBSSti m&ook. 

i GEORGl 



\ 
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GlORGEis^eNzxmt, that gkxrioiit Stari 
e (aw his Splendors beaming hi $ 
xwin the Eafl your Joys arifc, 
iOicn jiNNA funk in Wejiern Skies, 
Creaking the Heavens with Crimfon Glooniy 
mblems of Tyranny and Rome, 
*ortending Blood and Night to come, 
fwas GEORGE diffused a vital Ray, 
jid gave the dying Nations Day : 
lis Influence fooths the Ruffian Bear, 
)!ahns rifing Wars, ai|d heals the Air ; 
oin^d with the Sun his Beams are hurl'd 
"o fcatter Bleflings round the World, 
fulfil whatever the MuTe has fpoke, 
ittd crown the work that JNNE foifook. 



TO 

yOHN LOCKE, Efq; 
Raifd from Bufinefs. 

I. 

ANGELS are made of Heavetdy Thlllg^ 
And Ligfit and Love our Souls compoie. 
Their Bli(s within their Bofbm ipring^^ 

.Within their Bofbm flows. 
But narrow Minds fliU make IVetence 
*ro fearch the Coafls of Fkfli aad Senlc. 

And fetch diviner Pleafures thence* 

Men 
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Men are aldn to Ethereal Forms, 
But they belye their nobler Birth, 
Debafe their Honour down to Earth, 

And claim a ihare with Worms* 
II. 
He that has Treafures of his own 
MsLy leave the Cottage or the Throne, 
May quit the Globe, and dwell alone 

Within his ijpacious Mind. 
LOCKE hath a Soul wide as the Sea, 
Calm as the Night, bright as the Day, 
There may his vaft Ideas play. 

Nor feel a Thought confined. 



T O 

JOHN SHUTE, Efq; 

(Now Lord BARRINGTO 

On Mr. LOCKE*^ dangerous Sicknefs 
time after he had retired tojtudy the Scrip 

AN D •muft the Man of wondrous Mmd 
(Now his rich Thoughts are juft refin*d) 
Forfake our longing Eyes ? 
Reafon at length fubmits to wear 
The Wings of Faith ; and lo, they rear 
Her Cliariot high, and nobly bear 
Her Prophet to the Skies. 
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11. 

«, Friend, and wait the Prophet's Flight, 
Itch if his Mant!€ chance to light. 
And ieize it for thy own ; 
lUTE Uxbc darling of his Years, 
ung S HUTE his better Likenefi bean ; 

I but his Wrinkles and his Hairs 

Are copy'd in his Son. 

m, 

lus when oar Follies, or our Fau*ts» 

II for the Pity of thy Thoughts, 

Thy Pen (hall make us wife ; 
le Sallies of whofe youthful Wit 
ttld pierce the Briti/b Fogs with Ligh^ 
cc oar true * Intereji in our Sight, 
And open half our Eyes. 
• 1U Intertfi of England, written iy L S. Efq\ 

T O 

Mx. WILLIAM NOKBS. 

Friendjhip. 

I. 1702. 

j^RIENDSHIP, thou Charmer of the Miad^ 

Thou fweet deluding 111, 
le brighteft Minute Mortals find, > 
And fiiarpeft Hour w^ feel. 
II. 
te has divided all our Shares 
Of PleaTure and of Pain i 

I In 
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In love the Comforts and the Cares !. 

Arc mix'd and join'd again. • "" 

III. 
But whilft in Floods our Sorrow rolls, • 

And Drops of Joy are few. 
This dear Delight of mingling Souls 

Serves but to fwdl our Woe. 
IV. 
Oh ! why (hould Blifs depart in haftc. 

And Friendfhip flay to moan ? 
Why the fond Paffion cling fo fall. 

When every Joy is gone ? 
V. 
Yet never let our Hearts divide. 

Nor Death diffolve the Chain : 
For Love and Joy were once ally'd. 

And muH be joined again. 



, T O • 

NATHANAEL GOULD, E% 

NOW 

Sir NAtHANAEL GOULD. 



^/Tps I s not by Splendour, or by State, 
X Exalted Mien, or lofty Gait, 
My Mttfe takes Meafure of a Xing : 



i70f 
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If Wealth, or Height, or Bulk will do, 
^e calls each Mountain of Peru 

A more MajefUc Thing. 
Pxown on me. Friend, if e'er I boafl 
^'er Fellow-Minds enflav'd in Clay, 
^ (well .when I (hall have engrofl 
\ ^-gqr Heap of fhmmg Duft, 
i wear a bigger Load of Earth than they. 
!iet the vain World falute me loud, 
47 Thoughts look inward, and forget 
The founding Names of High and Great, 

The Flatteries of the Crowd. 
II. 
^en GOU LD <»mmands his Ships to ruft 
\nd fearch the Traffick of the Sea, 
iis Fleet o'ertakes the falling Day, 
\nd bears the Weftern Mines away, 
richer Spices from the rifing Sun : 
iVhile the glad Tenants of the Shore 
>hout, and pronounce him Senator *, 
Yet ftill the Man's the fame : 
For well the happy Merchant knows 
rhe Soul with Treafure never grows. 
Nor fwells with airy Fame. 

III. 
Bat truft me, GOULD, tis lawful Pride 
To rife above the mean Controul 
Of Flefti and Senfe, to which we're ty'd j 
Ms is Ambition that becomes a SouU 

♦ Metnber of Parliament fir a Port in Suflex* 

I 3 We 
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Wc ftcer our CourTe up thro' th« Skies i 
Farewel this barren Land : 
Wc ken the heavenly Shore with longing Eyes, 
There the dear Wealth of Spirits lies. 
And beckoning Angels iland. 



T O 

pv. THOMAS GIBSO 

The JJfe of Souls. 

I. 

SW I FT as the Son levoives the JXay 
We hailen to the Dead, 
Slaves to the Wind we pufF away. 

And to the Ground we tread. 
'Tis Air that lends us Life, when firft 

The vital Bellows heave : 
Our Flefti we borrow of the Duft j 
And when a Mother's Care has nurft 
*] he Babe to manly Size, we mufi 

With Ufury pay the Grave. 

Rich Juleps drawn from precious Oar 

Still tend the dying Flame : 
And Plants, and Roots, of barbarous Name^ 

Tom from the Indian Shore. ' 

Thus we fupport our tott'ring Flefh, 

Our Cheeks refume the Rofe affefti. 
When Bark and Steel play well their Qan^e 
^ To lave our finking Breath, 
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id G IBS ON, with his awful Fewer, 
.^(les the poor precarious Hoar 
JProm tlie Deimmds of Death. 
III. 
It Art and Natuw, Pow*» and Charmf, 
nd Drugi, and Recipe's, and Forms, 
ield us, at lart, to greedy Worms 

A defpicable Ftey ; 
d have a Life to^tell my owti, 
hat (hall depend on Heaven done; 

Nor Air, nor Eardi, nor Sea 
rix their bafe EflTences widi mitir, 
ior claim Dominion fo Divint 

To give me leftre t» 1^ 
IV. 
are there^s a Mini widiiil, duit reigns 
)'er the dull Current of my Veins j 
feel the inward PuKe beat l^h 
Vith vigorous Immortality. 
Let EsMth refume the Pkfli it ffi?^, 
And Breath diiTolve amongA di6 WndB | 
a IB SON, the Things that fisaur ft Gnnr^ 
rhat I can lofe, or you can fave^ 

Are not akin to Minds. 
V. 
We claim Acquaintance with the Skies^ ' 
Upward our Spirits hourly riie. 

And there our Thou^ts em^oy : 
When Heaven (hall fign our Grand Releai^ "" 

We are no Strangers te the Place^ 

The Buiineis, or the Joy. 

I 3 P^lfi 
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g®®§!®fe:a^ 



Falfe Greatnefs'. 

I. 

Jl/f^^ O, forbear to call him bleil 
•^^ That only boafts a^ large Eftat^ 
Should all the Treafures of the W^Jf 
Meet, and confpire to make him Great. 
I know thy better Thou^itft, I know 
Thy Reafon can't defcend fb law. 
Let a broad Stream with golden Saudi 

Thro' an his Meadows roll. 
He's but a Wretch^ with all his Land^ 
That wears a narrow SouL 
IL 
He fwclls amidll his wealthy Store, 
And proudly poizing what he weight. 
In his own Scale he' fondly lays 
Huge Heaps of ihining Oar. 
He fpreads the Balance wide to iiold 

His Manors and his Farms, 
And cheats the Beam with Loads of Gold 

He hugs betweep his Anps, 
So might the Plough-Boy dimb a Tree^ 

When Cra/us mounts his Throne, 
And both ftand up, and ihule to fee 
How long their Shadow's grown. 
Alas ! how vain their Fancies be 
To think that Shape their own f 

11 
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IIF. 

lingled ftai with Wealth and State, 
r himfelf can never know ; 
le Diinenfions and his Weight 
: inferior to their Show. 
[ fo tall to reach the Pole, 
fp the Ocean with my Span, 
be meafur'd by my Soal : 
lind's the Standard of the Man. 



T O 

SARIS S A 

An E P I S T L £• 

AR np, SJRISSJ, thro* the raffling Storms 

>f a vain vexing World : Tread down the Caret 

ragged Thorns that lie zatA the Road^ 

pend a Tear upon thenu Truft the Muie^ 

igs experienced Trath : This briny Dew, 

Uin of Eyes will make the Briars grow. 

avel thro' a Deiart, and our Feet 

meafur*d a fair Space, have left behind 

jfand Dangers^ and a thoufand Smures ^ 

"cap'd. Adieo, ye Horrors of the Dark» ' 

ifh'd Labours, and ye tedious Toils 

ays and Hours : The Twinge of real Smarts 

lie falfe Terrors of ill boding Dreams 

I 4 Vanifc 
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Vanifh together, be alike Ibigot, 

For ever blended in one common Grave. 

Farewel, ye waxing and ye waning Mooos^ 
That we have watched behind the flying Clouda 
On Night*8 dark Hill^ or fetting or afteodiii^ 
Ot in meridian Height : Then Silence reign*d 
O'er half the World ; then ye behdd. onr Tears^ 
Ye witneis'd our Complaints, our Kindred Gtooni^ 
( Sad Harmony f ) while with your beamy Homi^ 
Or richer Orb ye (ilver'd o*er the Green 
Where trod our Feet, and lent a ftMm Lig^ 
To Mourners. Now ye have fulfil'd your Round, 
Thofe Hours are Hed, fnrewei^ Months that are goni 
Alt gone for ever, and have borne away 
Each hd own Lead. Qur Woes wd Sotpow fifl* 
Mountainous Woes, ftill leffen as they fly 
Far off. So Bfllows in a ftormy Sea, 
Wave after Wave (a long Succeflion), roll 
£;eyoBd the Ke& of Sight : TheSaik)rs fiiff 
Look bf 9ri^fn till they have k)ft the Stomn 
And fhout their boiflerous Joys. A gentler Mofr 
Sings thy dear Safety, and commands thy Cares 
To dark Obliv^n i huryM dsep in Night 
Lofethem, SJRJSS^ doidM vay Song. 

Awake thji Voice,^ fng^ how the flender Line 
Of Fate^s imnoiiat NOff^ divkies the Flail 
From aft the Fumn, with eternal Bacs 
Forbidding a Return. The pad Temptations 
No moit fiaU v«x us ^ every Grief we feel 
Shoftens the deftin?d Number; every F^e 
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leafs a iharp Moment of d^ Pain away, 
Uid the lad Stroke wiQ come. By fWlfe Degrees 
rime (weeps us off, and we fhal^foon arrive 
Vt LifeVfweet Period : O Celeftial Pdnt 
That ends this mortal Story f 

fist if a GUmpTe of Light with flatfring Ray 
breaks thref die Goods of Life, or wandring F!fer 
Amidfl the Shades invite your doobtflil Feet, 
Beware the dancing Meteor ; ^thlefs Guide, 
Tkatlcadft the lonefome Pilynm wide aftiay 
To logi,, aai FcvMp, and Pit^ and certain D«d( f 
Should vicious Pleafure take an Angel-Form 
And at a Diftance rife, by flow Degrees, 
Treacherous, to wind her felf into your Heart, 
Stand firm aloctf; aof let the' gfau^ Mkantoiki . 
Too long allure your Gaze ; The juft Delight 
That Heaven indulges laMrfkl^ mu&obey 
Supmt' Powers ; nor tempt your Thoughts too far 
In Slavery to Senfe, nor fwell* your Hope 
To dangVous Size: If it apppoach your Feet- 
And court your Hand, fbrb^ th* intruding Joy 
To fit too near your Heart : Still may oar Souls 
Claim Kindred with the Skies,, nor miix with Dnii 
Our better-bcim Afiedions ; leave the Globe 
A Neft for Worms, and ha&xv to our Horned 

•/ 

O there are Gardens of th*' immortalElind 
That crown the heavenly E'din*s rifing Hills 
With Beauty and with Sweets ; no lurking MifcEief . 
Dwells in the Fcoit, nor Serpent twines thci Bdugh»; ^ 

I c Thi 
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The Branches bend laden with Life and Blifi 
Ripe for the Tafte, but 'tis a ileep Afcent : 
Hold feft the • Golden Qiain let down from Heav'n, 
•Twill help your Feet and Wings 5 I feel its Force 
Draw upwards ; MenM to the Pearly Gate 
It guides the way unerring : Happy Clue 
Thro' this daiic Wild ! 'Twas Wifdom's nobleft Wori^ 
All join*4,by Power Divine, and every Link is Love. 
P 7b€ GoJpeL 



TO 

Mr. f. BRADBVRT. 

Paradife. 

I. 

JL OUNG asIamlquitthciStage^ 
Nor will I know th* Applaufes of the Age j 
Farewel to growing Fiame. I leave below 
A Life not half worn out with Cares^ 
Or Agonies, or Years ; 
I leave my Countiy all in Tears, 
But Heaven demands me upward, and I dare to g(K . 
Amongft Ye, Friends, divide and (hare 

The Remnant of my Days, 
If ye have Patience, and can bear 
fktengFatlgue of Life^ and drudge thro* all the Race. 
1. II.HaA 
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i(k, my bit Guardian chides my flky^ 

I waves his Golden Rod : 
Angel, I come ; lead on the way : 
And now by fwift Degrees 
I fail aloft thro' Azore Seas, 

Now tread the milky Road : 
Farewel, ye Planets, in your Sjpheres i 
Lnd as the Stars are loft, a brighter Sky appean* 

In hafte for Paradife 
fb^tch the Pinions of a bolder Thought ; 

Scarce had I will'd, but I was pafl 
•darts of tracklefs Light and all th' Ethereal Wafte^ 

And to the facred Border^ brought ; 
'here ^n the Wing a Guard of Cherubs lies, 

Each waves a keen Flame as he flies, 
nd well defends the Walls from Sieges and Surprize. 
III. 
With pleafing Rcv'rence I behold 
The Pearly Portals wide unfold : 
ater, my Soul, and view th^ amazing Scenes % 
Sit faft upon the flying Mufe, 
And let thy roving Wonder loofe 
O'er all th' Empyreal Plains, 
oon (lands Eternal here : here may thy Sight 
rink in the Rays of Primogenial Light 5 
Here breathe Immortal Air : 
Joy muft beat high in ev'ry Vein, 
Pleafure thro^ all thy Bofom reign ; 
The Laws forbid the Stranger, Pain^ 
And banifh every Care, 

16 IV. Sec 
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IV. 
See how die bobblbs^MriMgi ^f Love 

Beneath the Throne arile ; 
The Streams in Cryflftl Channck morv. 
Around the golden Streets thc)c foire^ 
And blefs the Manfions dt ike ii{qper Skies. 
There fl §dr Gifonm of Slnowledge grows. 
Nor Sin ler fieath ideas the Bwit ; 
Young Lift kanga ftefii on aU the BoQ^Sy 

And fprings £om ev^ry Ro^ ; 
Mcxf m^y: thjr greedy Senies ftaft 
While Extafj and Heahh attends on eveiy^Tafo* 

With the fiurPkt>rpeachann*d Iftoodf 
Fearlefs I feed on die detidoos Fare, 
And drink pit>f«fe Sah^ition from the Slvet Kooii^ 
Nor can E^iee^ be there. 
V. 
In facred Older rang'^d along 

Saints new-ydeas'd by Dndi 
Join the bold Seraph's warbling ^eatj^ 

And aid th"^ Xniinovtal Song. 
Each has a Voice 3^t tunes his String 
To mighty Sotrnds^ and mighty^ Things, 

Things of eveikfting Weight, 
Sounds, like She ibfter Viol, fyveet. 
And, lik« the Trumpet, Itrong. 
Divine Attention held my Soal^, 
I was all Ear F 
Thro' all my Pow'rs the heavenly Accents roH, 
I longM and wi(h'd my S R ADBURIT th< 
'* Could he but hear thefe Notes, I feid, 
^* His tuneful Soul wouM never beav 



The duU imwindiBg of IJIe'li tedSoos TincMiy 

Bat buril the vilaa CJK»d» to fcad^ the k^ipjE I>^ 
Vk 

And now my Tongue psepncs to joky- 
'he Hurmon/y and iR^th a noble Ajm 

Attempts th' vaaxmnbk Nun^ 
ot flints, confounded by the NoMit ZKvhie r 
kgain my Soul th' teieqaal Hoiioarfi»|^ 

Ag^ her stflMft Force Afi heoi^^ 
Lnd bow'd beneath the tedcftefth* vawdlc^T^ 

Thrice I eflay'd, and feiaccct thrice |r 
rh' Immortal Labour ftrain^d my feeble Frame, 
lioke the bright Vi£on, and diflblv'd the Dreamy 

J funk at once and loft the Skies : 

In vain I fbu^t the Scenes c£ Lij^ 

Rolling abroad my longing EyeSj^ 
or all around *em flood my Curtains and the Ni^* 



Stri£f Religkn very, rate^ 

JL 

TM borne aloft, and leave the CMMvd,. 
L I fail upon a Morning Cloud 

Skirted with dawning Gold : 
line Eyes beneath the opening Dajr 
■oaunand the Globe with wide Survey, 
i^iere Ants in bufy Millions pla)^ 

And ti^ and heave the MouhL 

IL 
' Arc thefe the Things (my Paffion ay'd) 
[ That we caU Men f Aie thefe aUy*d 
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** To the fiur Worids of Light ? 
*' Tbty have ias*d out their Maker's Name, 
*' Graven on their Minds with pointed Flame 
«< In Strokes divinely bright. 

III. 
** Wretches ! they hate their native Kies $ 
^ If an Ethereal Thought arife, 
•* Or Spaik of Virtue fliine, 
*• With cruel Force they damp its Plumes, 
;*. Choke the ypong Fire with fenfual Fumes, 

'.' With fiuiineis, Luft, orWine. 
IV. 

f* Lo ! how they throng with panting Breath 

** The broad defcending Road 
f That leads unerring down to Deaths 

** Npr mifs the dark Abode. 
Thus while I drop a Tear or two 
On the wild Herd, a noble few 
Ihie to ihay upward, and purfue 

Th' unbeaten Way to God, 
V. 
I meet Myrtillo mounting high^ 
I know his candid Soul 2£zx ; 
Here Dorylus and Hyrfis fly 

Each like axifing Star, 
Cbarin I (aw and Ftdea there, 
I iaw them help each other's Flight, 

And blefs them as they 'go ; 
They foar beyond my lab'ring Sight, 
And leave there Loads of mortal Care, 

Sttt not their Love below. 
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a Heav'n, their Home, they ^a their Eycf, 
The Temple of their God: 
'ith Morning Incenfe up they rife 
iblime, and thro' the lower Skies 
Spread the Perfumes abroad. 
VL 
.cro(s the Road a Seraph flew, 

Mark (faid he) that happy Pair» 
' Marriage helps Devotion there ; 
' When kindred Minds their God purfuc 
' They break with double Vigour thro^ 

^< The dun iiicumbcnt Air. 
i^m'd with the Pkafure and Smprizc 

My Soul adores and iings, 

• Bleft be the Pow'r that fprings their FI%ht, 

' That ftreaks their Path with heavenly Light^ 

* That turns thA* liove to Sacrifice, 
*' And joins their Zeal for Wings. 



T O 

Mr. a and S. FLEETWOOD, 

I. 

^LE E TfFO ODS, young generous Pair, 
, Deipiie the Joys that Foob purfue $ 
ibbles are light and brittle too, 
)m of the Water and the Air* 



Tiy'd 
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Tiy'd by »5la»danl bold and joft 
Honour and Gold and Runt and Dtift i ' 
How rile tlie M 28 and as vain the firft } 
Things that the Crowd call great and brave. 
With me how low their Vahic*8 brought ? 
Titles and Names, and Lif^ and Breath, 
Slaves to the Wind and bom for Deatfri 
The Soul's the only Tking we have ' 
Worth an important TIioa|^t. 
If. 
The Souhf 'tis o^ di' immortal kind. 
Nor form'd of Fire, or Easth, or Wiad^ 
Out-lives the moulcbiia^ Coifs, and leaver thtt G 

In Limbs of Clay tho' fhe zffftm. 
Array'd in rofy Skin, and dedt*d w^flh Sarsand I 

The Heih is but the SouPs Difgui^ 
There's nothing in her Flame kin to the Awf^ihi 
From all the Laws of Matter fite. 
From all we feel, and all we fee. 
She ilands eternally difiindl, and muft fear ever be. 
UJ. 
Rife then, my Thoughts, on hJgh, 
Soar beyond all that's made tQ die ; 
Lo ! on an awful Throne 
Sits the Cieatoii and tihe Judge of Souls, 
Whirling the Planets round the Poles, 
Winds off our Threads of Lift, and brings our Pei 
Swift the Approad^ andiblenm is tiie Say^, 
When this iramoflal Mind 
Stxipt of the Body's coarfe Array 
To endlefs Pain, orendlcfejoy 
Muft be at once confign'd, 

IV 
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IV. 

Think of the Sazids run down to waile^ 
We pofTeis none of all the Pail, 
None but the Freicnt is our own ; 
Grace vk not plac'd wkbin our Power, ' 
*Tis but one fhort, one fhining Hour, 
(right and declining as a letting Sun, 
See the white Minutea wingM with ha&c ;. 
The NOW that flies majrbe the lall i 
Seize the Sanation e*er *tis pa(f. 

Nor mourn the Bieifiiig gone : 
A Thought's Delay is Ruin here, 
A dofing £jc, a gai|>ing. Breath 
^tttmptJbegoIdeii Scene in Deaths 

And drowmyott ul Ce^air. 



VILLIAM BLACKBOURN, Efqj: 

Cafitnir. Lib*.U. Od. 2. imitated. 

^a tegit cartas modo Bruma valUs^ &c. 

F. 

i^ ARK how it fiiows I haw fail the Valley fills I 
YX And the fweet Groves the hoary Garment wear i 
et the warm Sun-beams boonding from tlie Hills 
hall melt the Vail away, and the young Green appear. 

II. But 
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II. 

But when old Age has on your Temples fhed 
Her Silver-Froft, there's no returning Sun ; 
Swift flies our Autumn, fwift our Summer*s fle< 
When Youth, and Love, and Spring, and gc 
are gone. 

III. 
Then Cold, and Winter, and your ag^ Snow^ 
Stick h& upon you ; not the rich Array, 
Not the Green Garland, nor the^roiy Bongk 
Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy Grey* 

IV. 
The Chafe of Pleafures is not worth the Pains, 
While the bright Sands of Health run wafting d 
And Honour calls yon from the ibfter Scenes, 
To fell the gaudy Hour for Ages of Renown. 

V. 
^is but one Youth, imd ihort, that Mortab bai 
And one old Age diffolves our feeble Frame ; 
But there's a heavenly Art t'elude tiie grave. 
And with the Hero-Race Inmiortal Kindred clai 

VI. 
The Man that has his Country's facred Tears 
Bedewing his cold Hearfe, hasliv'dhis Day: 
Thus, BLACKBOUR N,. we Ihould leave o 

our Heirs ; 
Old Time and waning Moons fweep all the reft ; 
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^rue Monarchy. 

TJOU 

TH E rifing Year beheld th' imperious Gaul 
Stretch his Dominion, while a hundred Towxi9 
Crouch'd to the Viaor : but a fteady Soul 
Stands ftiELon its own Safe, and reigns as wide^ 
As abfolute ; an4 fways ten thouiand Slaves, 
Lofts and wild Fancies with a fovereig^ Hand. 

We are a little Kmgdom ; but the Man 
That chains his Rebel Will to Reafoa^s Throne^^ 
Forms it a large cme, whilft hh Royal Mind 
Makes Heaven its Council, £ix>m the Rolls abovc^ 
Draws his own Statutes, and with Joy obeys. 

'Tis not a Troop of well-appointed Guards 
[Create a Monarch, not a purple Robe 
Dy'd in the People's Blood not all the Crowns 
> dazling Tiars that bend about the Head, 
rho' gilt with Sun-beams and fet round with Stan. 
V Monarcli He that conquers all his Fears, 
bid treads upon th^m ; when he (lands alone, 
kfakes his own Camp ; four Guardian Virtues wait 
iis nightly Slumbers, and fecure his Dreams, 
^ow dawns the Light ; he ranges all his Thought 
n fquare Battalions, bold to meet th' Attacks 
)f Time and Chance, himfelf a numerous Ho^ 
ill Eye, all Ear, all wakeful as the Day, 
« irm as a Rock, and movelefs as the Centre. 
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In vain the Harlot, Pleafurc, fpreads her Charms, 
To lull his Thougl^ in Loxory's £ur Lap, 
To fcnfual Eafe, (the Bane of little King§, 
Monarchs whofe waxen Images of Souls 
Are modded into SofuieGy dill his Mind 
Vears its own Shape, nor can the heavenly FornP 
Stoop to be moderj by the wild Decrees 
Of the mad Vulgar, that unthinking Herd. 

He lives above the Ctowd, nor hears the Noift* 
Of Wars and Triumphs, nor regards the Shoots 
Of popular Applaufe, that empty Sound ; 
Nor feels the Hying Arrows of Rtproodi, 
Or Spite or Eary. hi kimf^ fecore^- 
Wifdom his Tower, aid Ojnfcieflee is kk Shield^^ 
His Peact all inwttrd,. and his }aypllik omi^ 

Now my Ambition fwells, my Wifhes foar» 
This be my Kingdom : lit above the Olobe 
My rifing Soul^ and dr^ thy felf around^ 
And fhinc in Virtue's Armour, dimb the Height 
Of Wifdom's lofty Caftle, there refidc 
Safe from the finiling and the frowning ,World« 

Yet once a Day drop down a gentle Look 
On the great Mole-hill, and with pitying Eye 
Survey the h\jfy Emmets round the Heap, 
Crouding and bufUing in a thoufand Forms 
Of Strife and Toil, to purdiafc Wealth and Fame, 
A Bubble or a Duft ; Then call thy Thoughts 
Up to thy felf to feed on Joys unknown^ 
Rkh without Gold, and Great without Renown. 
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^rue Courage. 

HONOUR demands my Song. Forget tlie Groond^ 
My geocrou« Mufe, and fit among^ the StKs I 
There fing the Soul, that^ confcknis of her Birth. 
Li^es like a Native of the vital World, 
Amongft thefe dyioig Clods, and bears her State 
Juft to her Iblf : how nobly (he maintains 
Her Char^aec^ fiqperior to the Fleih, 
She wields her Paflons like her Limbs, and knows 
The imital Powers were only bom t* obey. • 

This is the Man whom Storms could never make 
Meanly conj^ain ; nor can a flatt'nng Gak 
Make him talk proudly: he hath no Defise 
To read his fecret Fate ; yet miooncem'd 
And calm could meet his onbom Deftiny, 
Jq all its charming, or its fright&l Shapes* 

He that aoflirinking, and without a Gioan, 
Bears the iirft Woond^ amy fioHh all the War 
With meer courageous Sifence,. and come off 
Conqueror : for the Man that well conceals 
The heavy Scvc^. of Fate, he bears 'em wdL 

He, tho* th' Atlaatu and the Mid/asuiSes^ 

With adverie.Sttirgies meet^ and rife on high 

SoTpended 'twixt th« Winds, then ruih amain 

Mingled 
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Mingled with Flames, upon his fingle Head, 

And Clouds, and Stars, and Thnnder, firm he tcmis^ 

Secure of his beft Life ; unhurt, unmovM $ 

And drops his lower Nature, bom for Death. 

Then ^m the lofty Cafile of his Mind 

Sublime looks down, exulting, and furveys 

The Ruins of Creation ; (Sou/s alone 

Art Heirs of dying Worlds ;J a pierdng Glance 

Shoots upwards from between his dofing Lids^ 

To reach his Birth-place, and without a Sigh 

He bids his batter'd Flefh lie gently down 

Amongft its native Rubbifh ; whilft the Spirit 

Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted Gueft 

Of the thivd Heaven, th' onminable Sky. 

Thither, when Fate has brought our willing Souls, 
No matter whether 'twas a fharp Difeafe, 
Or a (harp Sword, that helped the Travellers on. 
And pufh'd us to our Home. Bear up, my Friend, 
Serenely, and break thro* the ftormy Brine 
With fteddy Prow; know, we fliall once arrive 
At the fail Haven of eternal Bliis. 
To which we ever fleer ; whether as Kings 
Of wide Command weVe fpread the fpacious Sea 
With a broad painted Flee^ or row'd along 
In a thin Cock-boat with a little Oar. 

There let my native Plank fhift me to Land 
And I'll be happy : Thus I'll leap afhore 
Joyful and fearlefs on th' ImmorUl Coail, 
iSince all I leave is mtortal, and it muft be loft. 

TO 
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To the much Honour'd 

Ar.THO MAS ROWE^ 

The Direftor of my Youthful Studies. 

Free Philofopby. 

L 
•CUSTOM, that Tyranncfs of Fools, 

> That leads the Learned round the Schools^ 
Magic Chains of Forms and Rules f 

My Genius florms her Throne : 

> more, ye Slaves, with Awe profound 
it the doll Track;, nor dance the Round ; 
ofe Hands, and quit th' inchanted Ground : 
Knowledge imdtes us each alone* 

II. 
late thefe Shackles of the Mind 

Porg'd by the haughty Wife ; « 

ab were not bom to be confined, 
id led, like Sampfon, blind and bound i 
t when his native Strength he found 
He well avengM his Eyes. 
o?e thy gentle Influence, R O WE^ 
by gende Influence like the Sun, 
nly diflblves the frozen Snow, 
Iteii bids our Thouglits like Rivers flow, 
kod chu^ the Channels where they run. 

a HI. 
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llL 
Thoi^ts fhould be free as Fix or Wind i 
The Pmions of a fingle*Mind 

Will thro' an Nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the Poles 
liong fctier'd Aiules of Leaden Souls I 
A Genius which no Chain controuls 
Roves with Delight, or deep, or high : 
Swift I furvey the Globe around. 
Dive to the Centre thro' die folid Ground, 
Or travel o'er the Sky. 

To the Reverend 

Ux.BENONI ROWE. 

"Ibe Way of the Multitude. 



RO WE^ if we make the Crowd our Guide 
Thro' Life's uncertain Road, 
Mean is the Chafe ; and wandering wide 

We mifs th' immortal Good ; 
Yet if my Thoughts could be confined 
To follow any Leader-Mind, 
I'd mark thy Steps, and tread the lame : 
Dreft in thy Notions Fd appear 
Not like a Soul of mortal Frame, 
Nor with a vulgar Ain 

ILMen 
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II. 

1 live at Random and by Chance, 
;ht Reafon ne\'er leads the Dance ; 

in the broad and beaten Way 
r Dales and Hills from Truth we flray, 
lin we defcendy to Ruin we advance, 
dom retires ; fhe hates the Crowd, 
did with a decent Scorn 

(he climbs her fteepy Seat, 
; nor the grave nor giddy Feet, 
5 learn'd Vulgar or the Rude, 
re e'er a Paflage worn. 

III. 

Eiazard firfl began the Track, 

5 Cuftom leads her Thouiands blind 

villing Chains and ilrong ; 

*s fqarce one bold, one noble Mind^ 

tread the fatal Error back 5 

and in Hand our felves we bind 

I drag the Age along. 

IV. 
Is, a favage Herd, and loud 
lows on a noify Flood 
•apid Order roll : 
pie makes the Mifchief good : 
jocund Heel we beat the Road, 
heedful of the Goal, 
t * Itburiefs friendly Wing 
1 from the Crowds and bear fublime 

l^uriel ii the Nam of an Angel in Mikon't Paxadiie loft* 

K To 
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To Wifdom's lofty Tower, 
Thence to furvey that wretched Thing, 
Mankind ; and in exalted Rhune 

Bleis the delivering Power. 



To the Reverend 

Mr. JOHN HOWE, 

S704. 

L 

GR £ AT Man, pennit the Mafe to climb 
And feat her at thy Feet, 
Bid her attempt a Thought fublime^ 

And confecrate her Wjt. 
I feel, I feel th' attradive Force 

Of thy fupcrior Soul : 
'My Chariot flies her upward Courfe, 

The Wheels divinely rolL 
•Now let me chide the mean Affairs 

And mighty Toil of Men : 
How they grow grey in trifling Cares, 
Or waite the Motions of the Spheres 

Upon Debghts as vain ! 

ir. 

A PafiT of Honour fills the Mind, 
And yellow DuU is folid Good ; 
Thus lika the Afs of favage Kind, 
We faufF the Breeees of the Wind, 
Ot ileal the Seipent's Food. 

ObnU 
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Could all the Choirs 

That charm the Poles 
But ftrike one doleful Sounds 
'would be employ'd to mourn our Souls, 
uls that were framed of fprighdy Fires 

In Floods of Folly drown'd. 
mis made of Glory feek a Brutal Joy ; 
How they difclaim their heavenly Birth, 
elt their bright Subflance down with drofTy Earth, 
nd hate to be refin'd from that impure Alloy. 

III. 
ft has thy Genius roused us hence 
With elevated Song, 
i us renounce this World of Senle, 
d us divide th* Immortal Prize 
With the Seraphic Throng : 
Knowledge and Love makes Spirits h\t% 
Knowledge their Food, and Love their Reft i 
t Fle/h, th' unmanageable Beafl, 
Ms the Pity of thine Eyes, 
And Mufic of thy Tongue, 
len let the Worms of groveling Mind 
►und the ftiort Joys of earthy Kind 
In reftlefs Wildings roam j 
fVE hath an ample Orb of Soul, 
here fhining X^'orlds of Knowledge roll, 
here Love the Centre and the Pole 
Compleats the Heaven at homow 



K 2 Th 



176 LTRIC POEMS, Book 



27?^ Bifa^,omtment and Relief. 
I. 

VERT U E, permit my Fancy to impofe 
Upon my better Povv'rs : 
She calls fweet Fallacies on half our Woes, 

And gflds the gloomy Hours. 
How could we bear this tedious Round 
Of waning Moons, and rolling Years, 
Of flaming Hopes, and chilling Fears, 
If {\%here no fovereign Cure appears) 
No Opiates could be found. 
II. 
Love, the moft cordial Stream that flows. 
Is a deceitful Good : 
Young Doris who nor Guilt nor Danger knows. 

On the green Margin flood, 
Pleai'd with the golden Bubbles as they rofc, 
And with more golden Sands her Fancy pav'd the Floe 
Tiien fond to be entirely blefl,- 
And tempted by a faithlefs Youth, 
'As void of Goodnefs as of Truth, 
She plunges in with heedlefs Halle, 

And rears the nether Mud : 
Darknefs and naufeous Dregs arife 
O'er thy fair Current, Love, with large Supplies 
Of Pain to teize the Heart, and Sorrow for the Eyes. 
The golden Blifs that charmed \i^r Sight 
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Is d.ifh'd, and drown 'd, and Igll : 
A ^p.ark, or glimmering Streak at mo!l, 
SJiines here and there, amidft the Ni^ 
^midfl the turbid Waves, and gives a feint Delight. 

in. 

Recover'd from the fad Surprize, 

Doris awakes at laft. 
Grown by the Difeppointment wife 5 
^d manages with Art th* unlucky Cail ; 
When the lowring Erown fhc fpies 
On her haughty Tyrant's Brow, 
With humble Love fhe meets his wrathful Eyes^ 

And makes her Sovereign Beauty bow ; 
Cheorfiil (he (miles upon her grizly Form ; 
So dunes the fetting Sun on adverfe Skies, 

And paints a Rainbow on the Storm. 
koaa (he lets the fullen Humour fpend. 
And with a vertuous Bo(^, or Friend^ 

Beguiles th' uiiea(y Hours : 
Wdl-colouring every Crofs (he meets, . 
With Heart ferene (he fleeps and t9X»w < 

She fpreads her Bpafd.with fancy'd Sweety i - ■ ^ 
And firows her Bed with Flow'rs. 



The Hera's School of Mgrality. 

CT^H^UOiV, amon^hisTrayds, fbund^ y^ 
^ A broken Statue on the Ground ; 
And (earching onward, as he went 
He trac'd a ruin'd Monument, 
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Mould, Molsy and Slides had overgrown 
The Sculpture of the crambling Stone» 
Yet, e'er he paft, with much ado, 
Heguefs*d, and fpeli'd out, Sci-pi-o. 

** Enough, he crvM ; VA drudge no mofc 
" In tuning the dull Stoics o'er : 
<< Let Pedants wafle their Hoars of Etfe 
•• To fweat all Night at S&crates j 
*' And feed their Boys with Notes and Roles^ 
" Thofe tedious R^cifi's of Schools, 
'* To cure Ambition : I oan learn 
" With greater Eafe the great Concern 
** Of Mortals ; how we may dc^*(e 
•• i^ll the gay TJiings bdow tte Skk^. 

•* Methinks a mduidring Pjpmftkl 

<' Says all that the old Sages SM ; 

'< For me thefe fhatter'd Tomb» tdOMtte 

*• More Morals than llMB^i7/iwlir.. 

''^ The Dull of H^cfts cat abfobd^ 
^ And kick'4» M^ «rao»pled ki tfaf R^dd^ 

'• The Relicks of a lofty Nkkd^ 

** That lately Wars and Crowns defign'd, 

^ Toft for a jpeft from Wind to WvtA, 

^' Bid me be humble, and forbear . 

" Tall Mbilumehb of famt id teat, ^ ^ 

'• They are but Caftlcs in th^ Air. 

•' The tow'ifeg lieigirt^, '^d frff^lfttt FaMs, 

*• The ruin'd Heaps, aftd I^atrttals^ 

*' Of fmoaking Kingdoms and their Kings, 

V .TcU me a thoufend mournful Things ^ 



I 
1 
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In melancholy Silence.- * 



-He 



** That living could not bear to fee 
'* An Equal, now lies torn and dead ; 
" Here his pale Trunk, and there his Head ; 
" Great Pompey ! while I meditate, 
" With folemn Horror, thy fad Fate, 
'* Thy Carcafs, icattcr'd on the Shore 
** Without a Name, inflruds no more 
** Than my whole Libraiy before. 

«« Lie ftill, my Pluiarcb^ then, and fleep, 
*• And my good Seneca may keep 
** Your Volumes dos'd for ever too, 
•* I hav6 no further Die for you : 
•* For when I*fecl my Virtue feil, 
*' And my ambitious Thoughts prevail, 
«« rU take a Turn among the Tombs, 
•* And fee whereto all Glory comes : 
•' There the wle Foot of every Clown 
*« Tram|des the Sons of Honour down. 
^* Beggars with awful Afhes fport, 
'* And tread the C^^ri in the Dirt. 



\ 



Freedom. 



1697, 



L 

TE M P T me no more. My Soul can ne'er comport 
With the gay Slaveries of a Court : 
Tve an Averfion to thofe Charms, 
And hug dear Liberty in both mine Arms. 

K 4 Go, 
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Go, A'^ailal-Souls, go, cringe and wait. 
And dance Attendance at Howrio^s Gate, 
Then run in Troops before him to compofe his State ; 
Move as he moves : and when he loiters, ftand ; 
You're but the Shadows of a Man. 
Bend when he fpeaks ; and ki(s the Ground : 
Go, catch th' Impertinence of Sound : 
Adore the Follies of the Great ; 
Wait till he fmiles : But lo, the Idol frown'd 
And drove them to their Fate. 
II. 
Thus bafe4)orn Minds : but as for Me, 

I can and will be free : 
J ike a ftrong Mountain, or fome fiatQl/ Tite, 

\1y Soul grows firm upright. 
And as I ibmd, and as I go, 
It keeps my Body fo j 

No, I can never part with my Cieation Right 
Let Slaves and Affes ftoop and bow,. 
I cannot make this Iron Knee 
Bend to a meaner Power than that which fbrm'd it fret* 
IIL 
Thus my bold Harp profufely play'd 
//Wtfr/W; ^then on a branchy Shade 
I iiung my Harp aloft, my felf beneath it laid. 

Nature that liften d to my Strain, 
Rcfum'd the Theme, and acled it again. 
Sudden rofe a whirling Wind 
Swelling like Honorio proud, 
Around the Straws-and feathers crowd. 
Types of aflavifh Mind ; 

Upwards 
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Upwards the ftcjnny Forces Hfe, ' ' 

The Duft flies up and climbs the SkieV - ' ^ 

And as the Tempeft fell th' obedient Vapours funk: ^ 
Again it roars with bellowing Sotind, 

The meaner Plants that grew around. 
The Willow, and the Afp, treinbled and kiTsM thcGrouid^ 

Hard by there flood the IrOrt Trunk 
Of an old Oak, and all tlie Storm: defyM ; 

In vain the Winds their Forces try'd,. 

In vain they roar'd i the Iron Oak 
Bow'd only to the heavenly Thunder's Stroke. 



On Mr. LOCKE' J Annotations upon feverdl 
Parts pf the Kkw Testament, left be- 
hind him at his^'Death. 

L 

THUS Reafon. learns by flow Degrees, 
What Faith reveals ; but ftill complains 
Of Intelleaual Pains, 
Ani Darknefs from thCr too exuberant Light. 
The Blaze of thofe bright Myfleries 
Pour'd all at once on Nature's Eyes 
Qffead and cloud h«r feeble Sight. 

II. 
Reafon could fcarce fuflain to fee 
Th' Almighty One, th' Eternal Three, 
Or bcai^xhe infant I>eify ; 

■•■- '-''^ ••■ Krj . Stawe- 
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Sctrce could her Pride ddcend to own 
Her Maker (looping from kis Throse, 
And dreft in Glories fo unknown. 
A nutfomM World, a bleeding G o d» 
And Heav'n apptas'd with flowing £]ood» 
Were Theno^ too painful to be ondetftood. 

m. 

Faith, thou bxigiht Cherub, fpeak, and % 
Did ever Mind of mortal Race 
Coft thee more Toil, or hrgerGnice, 
To melt and |)end it to obey. 
*Twas hard to make fo rich a Soul fubmit. 
And lay her (hining Honours at thy fovereign Feet. 
IV. 
Sifter of Faith, fair Charity. 
Shew me the wondrous Man on high. 
Tell how he fees the Godhead Tfcte in One j 
The bright Conviaion fHb his lye. 
His nobleft Powers in deep Proibation lie 
At the myikrious Throne. 
** Forgive, he cries, ye Saints below, 
" The wav'ring and the cold Affent 
*• I gave to Themes divinely true ; 
*' Can you admit the BlefTed to repeat f 
*' Eternal Darkncfs vail the Lines 
" Of that unhappy Book, 
.** Where glimmering Rcafon withfelfeLnf!rc ftj 
" Where the meer Mortal Pen miilook 
" What the Celeilial meant I 

See Mr, Locke** Amotaticns oft Rom. iSr 15. ^hfJ F«ny 
^om, U'S* W"^'^^ ^^ inclined fim I^itden H Mk vfMki 
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Ueued the Dihy and SathfaBion of Christ, Therefirt in tU J^th 
Stanza / inv^ Charity, that ly her Velp I may JIkJ him oat in luaven, 
Jince his Notes on 2 Cor. v. ult. and fome other FiaeeSf pve wn rtafia 
to believe he was no Sociniaiiy tbo* be has darkened the Gkny of iht 
Gofpely and debafed Chri/iianity, in the Book whith he taOs the Raiomr 
blends 0/ it, and in fome of bis other H^orks* 

True Riches. 

I A M not concem'd to know 
What To-morrow Fate will do : 
'Tis enough that I can fay, 
IVe pofTeft my felf To-day : 
Then if haply Midnight-Death 
Seize my Flefli, and ftop my Breath, 
Yet To-morrow I (hall be 
Heir to the beft Part of Me. 

Glittering Stones, and G6lden Things^ . 
Wealth and Honours that have Wings, 
Ever fluttering to be gonft 
I could never call my own : 
Riches that the World beftovvs, 
She can take, and I can lofe ; 
But the Treafures that ate mine 
Lie afar beyond htr Line. 
iVhon I view my fpadous Soul^ 
^nd furvey my felf awholc, 
\nd enjoy my felf alone, 
I'm a Kiogdom of my own. 

K6 rv« 
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Tve a mighty P^t within 
That the World hath never fcen. 
Rich as EJen^s happy Ground, 
And with choicer Plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the (hining Bonghs 
Knowledge hk and ufelefs grows ; 
On the fame young flowery Tree 
AH the Seafons you may fee ; 
Notipns in the Bloom of Light, 
Jufl difdofmg to the Sight ; 
Here are Thoughts of larger Growth, 
Rip'ning into folid Truth ; 
Fruits refin'd, of noble Tafte v 
Seraphs feed on fuch Repaft. 
Here in a green and ihady Grove, 
Streams of Pleafure mix with Love :: 
There beneath the fmiling Skies 
Hills of Contemj^ation r^e ; 
Now upon fome (hining Top 
Angels light, and. call me up ; 
I rqoice to raife my Feet, 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 

There are endlcfs Beauties more 
Earth hath no Refemblance for ; 
Nothing like them round the Pole^ 
Nothing can defcribc the SouL: 
*Tis a Region half unknown,. 
That has Trcafures of its own. 
More remote from publick View 
Than the Bowels of Peru i 
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er 'tis, and brighter fer, 
the Golden' Indies are ; 
that trace the watry Stage 
>t coaft it in an Age ; 
, or Horfes, ftrong and fleet, 
hey Wings to help their Feet, 
not run it half way o'er 
. thoiifandDays and more* 

t the iilly wandrihg Mind',. 
to be too much confined, 
1 and takes her daily Tours, 
ng round the narrow Shores, 
>w Shores of Flelh and Senfe, 
ig Shells and Pebbles thence ; 
e fits at Fancy's Door, 
ig Shapes and Shadows to her, 
gn Vifits ftill receiving, 
.' her felf a Stranger living, 
r, never would ihe buy 
n Duft, or Tynan Dye, 
r trade abroad for more^ 
I (aw her native Store, 
r inward Worth were known 
light ever live aloneu 



^be JdventUrous Mufe. 

I. 

RANI A takes her Morning Flight 
With an inimitable Wing : 



Thtt^ 
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Thn>* rifing Ddages of dawning Light 

She cleaves her wondroas Way, 
She tunes immortal Anthems to the growing Day ; 
Nor • Rapin givts her Rules to fly, nor f PuraWSt^as to 
II. (% 

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears 
Where lie the pointed Rocks, or where th' ingalphingSand, 
Climbirig the liquid Mountains of the Skies 
She meets defcending Angels as (he flies. 
Nor aiks them where their Country lies^ 
Or where the Sea-marks fland. 
. TouchM with an Empyreal Ray 
She fprings, unerring, upward to eternal Day^ 

Spreads her white Sails aloft, and fleers. 
With bold and fafe Attempt, to the Cekflial Land. 

IIL 
Whilft little SkifR alorg the mortal Shores 

With humble Toil in Order creep; ^ 

Coafling in fight of one another's C^, 
Nor venture thro' the boundlefs Deep. 
Such low pretending Souls are they 
Who dwell inclos'd in folid Orbs of Skull i 

Plodding along their fober Way, ■ 
The Snail overtakes them in their wildeft Play, . 
While the poor Labourers fweat to be corte€Uy ixA. 
IV. . , _ . 

Give me the Chariot whofe diviner Wheels 
Mark their own Rout« and uncon£n'd 
Bound o'er the everlafting Hills, 
And lofe the Clouds below, and leave the Stars behind. 
Give me the Mufe whofe generous Force, 
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Impatient of the Reins, 
Purfiies an unattempted Courfe, 
keaks all the Criticks Iron Chains, 
\xA bears to Paradiie the raptor'd Mind. 
V. 
There Milton dwells : The Mortal fung 

New Terrors, or new Ulones, lliine 
n every Page, and flying Scenes Divine 
iu^rize the wcndVing Senfe, and draw our Souls along. 

BAoii, his Mtfe lent out t' ocplore 
'he nnapparent Deep where Waves of Chaos roar. 

And Reahns of Night unknown before. 

She tracM a glorious Path unknown, 
'hro' Fields of heavenly War, and Seraphs overthrown. 

Where his advent'fOtts Genius led : 
svereign Hie fraMM n MofM of her ofwn^ 

Nor thank'd the Living nor the Dud. 
*he noble Hater of degenerate Rhime 
book off the Chains, and built his Verfe fnUinac^ 
. Monument too high for coupled Sounds to climb* 

He moumM the Garden loft below i 
Earth is the Scene for tunefiil Woe ) 

Now Blifs beats high in all his Veins, 

Now the loft Edffi he regains, 
Leeps his own Air, and triumphs in unrivalM StraiiB^ 

VI. 
mmortal Bard f Thus thy own Raphael Gnp, 

And knows no Rule but native Fire : 
^1 Heav'n fits filent, while tahis foverei^ Strings 

He talks unutterable Thinjp;. 

With 
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With graces infinite his untaught Fingers- rove 

Acrofi the golden Lyre:. 
From every Note Devotion fprings. 
Rapture, and Harmony, and Love, 

O'erfpread the lifl'niRg Choir. 



TO 

Mx. NICHOLAS CL 

The Complaint. 

L 
^TT^ W A S in a Vale where Oilers grow 

JL By murmuring Streams we told oi 

And mingled all our Cares :. 
Friendfhip fat pleasM in both, our Eyes,, 
In both the weeping Dews aiife, . 

And drop alternate Tears. . , 

The vigorous Monarch of the Day 
Now mounting half his Morning Way 

Shone with a fainter Bright ; 
Still fickning, and decaying flill^ 
Dimly he wander'd up the HiU^ 

With his expiring Light. 

m. 

In dark Eclipfe his Chariot rollM, 
The Queen of Night obfcurM his Gdd 
Behind her iable Wheels r ' 
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fature grew fad to lofe the Day, 
'he flow'ry Vales in Mourning lay. 

In Mourning flood the Hills. 
IV. 
uch are our Sorrows, CLARK, I crj^My 
louds of the Brain grow blrxk, and hide 

Our dark'ned Sculs behind ; 
1 the young Morning of our Years 
'iftempering Fogs have climb'd the Spheres,- 

And choke the lab^'ring Mind^ 
V. 
i>, the gay Planet rears his Head, 
nd overlooks the lo'^ty Shade, 

NeW'bright'ning all the Skies : 
rt fey, dear Partner of my Moan, 
'hen will cor long Edip fe be gone^ 

Or when our Suns arife ? 
VI. 
vain arc potent Herbs appIyM, 
arznonioas Sounds in vain have try'd 

To make the Darkncfs fly t 
It Drugs would raife the Dead as foon, 
r datt'ring Brafs relieve the Moon, 

When fainting in the.Sky; 
VII. 
rme friendly Spirit. from above, 
)m of the Light, and nurft with Love; 

AK\Sk our feebler Fires j 
)rce thefe invading Glooms away ; 
)uls fhould be feen quite thro' their Clay, 

Bright as your heav'tily Choirs. 

viir. ^ut 



1704. 
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VIII. 
But if the Fogs mufl damp the Flame, 
Gently, kind Death, Diffolve our Frame, 

Releafe the Prifoncr-Mind : 
Our Souls (hall mdunt, at thy Difcharge, 
To their bright Source, and ihine at large ~ 
Nor clouded, norconfin'd. 

ne y^i^ions of a Friend. 

I. 

NO W let my Cares all bury'd lie. 
My Griefi for ever dumb 2 
Your forrows fwell my Heart fo hi|^h. 
They leave my ownoio reomi 

n. 

Sicknefi and Pains are quite forgot^ 

The Spleen it felf is gone 1 
PhmgM in your Woes I feel them not^ . 

Or feel them all in one. 

ra; 

Infinite Grief puts Senfe to Flight, 

And all the Soul invades : 
So the broad Gloom of fpreading Night 

Devours the Evening Shades. 
IV, 
Thus am I bom to be unbleft I 

This Sympathy of Woe 

Drives my own Tyrants from tny Breaft 

T' admit a foreign Foe. 

V.Sor- 
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V. 

Sorrows in long Succeffion reign ; 

Their Iron Rod I feel : 
Friendfhip has only chang'd the Chain, 
But I'm the Pris'ner flill 

VI. 
Why was this Life for Mifery made ? 

Or why draN^'n out fo long ? 
Is there no room amongil the dead ? 
Or is a Wretch loo young ? 
VII. 
Move Mcr on great Nature's Wheels 

Be kindy ye rolling Powers, 
Kurl my Days headlong down the Hilt 
With undiliingaifliM Hours. 
VII. 
fe doiky, an my rifing Suns, 

Nor fmile upon a Slave : 
iarknefs, and Death, make htffte«t ooet 
To hide me in tht Gnve* 



ne Reverfe : Or^ Th C^mfartJ if a Fritnd. 



THUS Nature tunM her moumfid Tongue, 
Till Grace lift up her Head, 
Reven*d the Sorrow and the SOBg, 
And finiling, thus ihe Cud i 

n. Were 
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II. 

Were Kindred Spirits born for Cares ? 

Muft every Grief be mine ? 
Is there a Sympathy in Tears-, 

Yet Joys rcMe to join ? 

III. 
Forbid it, Heav'n, and raifc my Love, 

And make our Joys the fame : 
So Bliis and Friendfhip join'd above 

Mix an immortal Flame. 

IV. 
Sorro»^ are loft in vaft Delight 

That brightens all the Soul. 
As Deluges of dawniug Light 

Overwhelm the duflcy Fble. . 
V* 
Pleafures in long Sooetffion reigfir 

And all my Powers employ : 
Friendfhip but fhifts the pleafing Scene^ 

And fiftfh repeats tlie Joy. 
VL 
loft ^las a foft and filver Thread, 

Nor is it drawn too long ; 
Yet when, my vafler Hopes perfuade, 

Tm willing to be gone. 

vn. 

Faft as ye pleafe roll dowB the Hill, 

And haftc away, my Years:; 
Or I can wait my Father's Wfll, 

And dwell beneatli the Spheres. - 

VI 
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VIII. 

as, every future Sun, 
my following Days, 
ht laft dear Moment known 
diilinguiih'd Rays. 



To the Right Honourable 

)^;V Lord curs. 



At the Sfege 
of NMmr. 



The Hardy Soldier. 

I. 

V H Y is Man fo thoughtlefi grown ? 
* Why guilty Souls in hade to die ? 
Ing the leap to.4lKt Worlds unknown, 
fs to Arms and Blood they fly. 

If. 
ives but worth a Soldier's Pay ? 
idll ye join fuch wide Extremes, 
ike Immortal Souls, in play 
perate Chance, and bloody Games f 

in. ' 

s a nobler Turn of Thought, 
: pardonM Guilt forbids her Fean : 
y ihe meets the deadly Shot 
of Life above the Stars. 



IV. « Bat 
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IV- 

*' But Frenzf dares eternal Fate, 

** And fpurr'd with Honour's airy Dreams^ 

<« Flies to attack th' infernal Gate, 

^' And force a Paflage to the Flames. 

V. 
Thus hov'ring o'er NAMUR IJ's Pkiins^ 
Sung hcav'nly Love in GahriePt Form : 
Young THRASO left the moving Strains, 
And vowM to pray before the St(»tn. 

VI. 
Anon the thundering Trumpet calls ; 
Fmvs are but Wind^ the Hero cries ; 
Then fw«ars by Heaven, and fcales the Walls^ 
Drops in the Ditch deipairs and dies. 



tm&m^mssm^ms^ 



Burning feveral Poems of Ovid, Martial, 
Oldham, Drydcn, &€• 

I. 

IJU DGE the Mufc of lewd Defire ; 
Her Sons to Darknefe, and her Works to Fire. 
In vain the Flatteries of their Wit 
Now with a melting Strain, now with an heavenly Ffight, 

Would tempt my Virtue to approve 
Thofe gaudy Tinders of a lawlefs Love. 

So Harlots drefs : They can appear 
Sweet; modeft, cool, divinely Fair, 

I To 
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) charm a Cato's Eye ; but all within, 

snch. Impudence and Fire, and ugly raging Sin. 
II. 

Die, FUra, die in endlefs Shame, 

Thou Proftitute of blackeft Fame, 
Stript of thy fklfe Array. 

Ov/V/, and all ye wilder Pens 

Of modem Luft, who gild our Scenes, 

lifoa the Britijh Stage, and paint Damnation gay. 

Attend your Mifbefs to the dead ; 

lien Flfa dies, her Imps ihould wait upon her Shade. 
III. 

* Sirepbon, of noble Blood and Mind, 

.( For ever fliine his Name ! ) 
As Death approached, his Soul refin*d, 

od gave his loofer Sonnets to the Flame. 

" Bum, bum, he cry'd with facred Rage, 

** Hell js the Due of every Page, 

Hell be the Fate. ( But O indulgent Heaven f 

So vile the Mufe, and yet the Man forgiv'n f ) 

Bum on my Songs ; For not the Silver nama 

** Nor Tyber with his yellow Streams 

In endlefs Currents rolling to the Main, 

Can e*er dilute the Poifon, or wa(h out the Staii^ 

So Mo/es by Divine Cbmmand 

Forbid the leprous Houfe to (land 

When deep the fatal Spos was grown. 

^reak down tbt Timber ^ and dig up the Stone. 

* Earl of Hocheikc. 

TO 
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T O 

Mrs.J5. BENDISH. 

Jgainft Tears. 

X699. 
I. 

MADAM, pcrfuade me Tears are good 
To wafh our Mortal Cares away ; 
TJiel'e Eyes Ihall wfeep a fudden Flood, 
And ilream into a briny Sea. 

IL 
Or if thefc Orbs are hard and dry, 
( Thefc Orbs that never ufc to rain) 
Some Star direfl me where to buy 
One fovereign Drop for all my Pain. 

III. 
Were both the golden Indies mine, 
rd give both Indies for a Tear : 
I'd barter all but what's divine : 
Nor Ihall I think the Bargain dear. 

IV. 
But Tears, alas I are trifling Things, 
Tiiey rather feed than heal our Woe ; 
From trickling Eyes new Sorrow fprings. 
As Weeds in rainy Seafons grow. 

V. 
Thus A^^eeping urges Weeping on j 
In vain our Miferies hope Relief, 



Sacred to Virtue, &c; 197 

•^or one Drop calls another down, 
fill we are drown'd in Seas of Grief. 

VI. 
riien let theie ufekfs Streams be flaid, 
iVear native courage on your Face ; 
rhefe vulgar Things were never made 
For Souls oi a fuperior Race. 

VH, 
If ^tis a rugged Path you go, 
And thoufand Foes your Steps furround. 
Tread the Thorns down, charge diro' the Foe : 
The hardeft Fight is highcll crownM. 



Few Happy Matches* 

SAY, mighty Love, and teach my Song, 
To whom my fweeteft Joys belong. 
And who the Happy Pairs 
Whofe yielding Hearts, and joining Hands, 
Find Bleffings twifted with their Bands, 
To foften all their Cares. 

Not the wild Herd of Nymphs and Swains 
That thoughtlefs fly into the Chains, 

As Cuftom leads the Way ; 
If there be Bliis without Defign, 
Ivies and Oaks may grow and twine. 
And be as bleil as they. 

L m. Not 
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lU. 

Not fordid Souls of earthy Mould 

Who drawn by Kindred Charms of Gold 

To dull Embraces move : 
So two rich Mountains of Peru 
May rulh to wealthy Marriage -jfcoo^ 

And ma^e a World of Love. 

Not the mad Tribe that Hell infpires 
With wanton Flames ; thofe raging Fires 

The purer Blife deftroy : 
On Mtnd% Top let Furies wed, 
Aad Sheets of Lightning drefs the Bed 

T* improve the burning Joy. 
V. 
Nor the dull Pairs whpfe marble Forms 
None of the melting Paflions warms. 

Can mingle Hearts and Hands : 
Logs of green Wood that quench the Coals 
Are many'd juft like Stoic Soiils, 

With Ofiers for their Bands. 
VI. 
Not Minds of melancholy Strain,* 
SdUfilent, or that Ml complain^ 

Can the dear Bondage blefs : 
As well may heavenly Conibrts fpring 
From two old Lutes with ne'er a String, 

Or none befides the Bafs. 

VIL 
Nor cai Uie foft Enchantments hold 
Two jarring Souls of angry Mould, 

The Rugged and the Keen : 
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SampfonH young Foxes might as well 
In Bonds of dicarful Wedlock dwell. 

With Firebrands ty'd between. 
VIII. 
Nor let the cruel Fetters bind 
A gentle to a favage Mind ; 

For Love abhors the Sight : 
Loofe the fierce Tygcr from the Deer, 
Fqr native Rage and native Fear 

Rife and forbid Delight. 

IX. 
Two kindeft Souls alone muft meet i 
Tis Friendlhip makes. the Bondage fwect, 

And feeds their mutual Loves : 
Bright Venus on her rolling Throne 
Is drawn by gentlefi Birds alone. 

And Cupids yokt the Dove*. 



T O 

DAFID POLHILL, £% 

An E P I S T L E. 

Dtcm^ 1702. 
I. 

LE T ufclefs Souk to Woods retreat ; 
POLHILL fhould leare a Country S«aC 
When Virtue bids him dare be Great. 

L 2 II. N<» 
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II. 

Nor Kent *, nor Suffex *, ihould have Charms 
While Liberty, with loud Alarms^ 
Calls you to Couniels and to Arms. 

III. 
Lfou//, by fawning Slaves ador*d. 
Bids you receive a f bafe-bom Lord ; 
Awake your Cares ! awake your Sword ! 

IV. 
pillions amongft the f Britons rife. 
And warring Tongues, and wild Surmifcj 
And burning Zeal without her Eyes. 

V. 
A Vote decides the blind Debate; 
RefolvM, '77/ of diviner Weighty 
To fave the Steeple, than the State. 

VL 
The *f bold Machine is form'd and joined 
To ilretch the Confcience, and to bind 
The native Freedom of the Mind. 

vn. 

Your Grandiire Shades with jealous Eye 
Frown down to fee their Offspring lie 
Carelefs, and let their Country die, 

VIII. 
If ** frevia fear to let you ftand 
Ag linft the Gaul with Spear in Hand, 
At leaft t* Petition for the Land. 

■ • His Country-Seat and DvxUing. f life Pretender^ pn^ 

claim' d King /» France. J 7%^ Parliament. •f The Bill 

againji Occafional Confanmty, 1 702. •* Mrs, Polhill 4 

the Family «f the Lord Trevor. f » Mr, Polhill noas om f 

tbofe Jive Zealous Gentlemen who presented the fanums Kentifh Pett^ 
tion to the Parliament, in the Reirn of King WiUiain, to b^OL tbtot 
Sup^lits in Order to fu/fort the &'ng in bis War wtb Fraqce* 
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fbe celehrsted ViHory of the Pales over Ofmaa 
the Turkifh Emperor in the Dacian BaUel. 

Tranjlated from Cafimirc, JB.IV, 04. 4. with large 
AdStmh 

GADOR the Old, the Wealthy and the Stix>n|^ 
Cheerftd ist Years (nor of the Heroic Mufe 
Unknowing, norunknown) held to PoiTeffions 
Where flows the fruitful Danuh : Seventy Springs 
SmilM on his Seed, and feventy Harveft-Moons 
Fili*d his wide Gnuuuies with Aatamnal Joy : 
Sdll he refam'd the Toil : and Fame reports. 
While he broke up new Ground, and tir*d his Plough 
Ad grafly Furrows^ the torn Earth difdosM 
Helmets, and Swoids (bright Fumitore of Wsur 
Sleeping in Ruft) and Heaps of mighty Bones. 
The Sun defcendmg to the Wgfiern Deep 
Bid him lie down and reft ; he loos'd the Yoke, 
Yet held his wearied Oxen from their Food 
With diarming Numbers,, and uncommon Song, 

Go, -FeUow-Labourevs, you may rove iecure;. 
Or feed bdide me ; tafle the Greens and Boughs 
That you have long forgot ; crop the fweet Herb> 
And graze in' Safety, while the WidiGr-Pole 
Leans on his Spear, and breathes i yet fUll his Eye 

L s Jealous 
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Jealous and fierce. How large, o!d Soldier, fay. 
How fair a Harveft of the flaughter'd Turks 
Strcw'd the Molda'vian Fields ? What mighty Piles 
Of vaft Definition, and of 7hracian Dead 
Fill and amaze my Eyes ? Broad Bucklers. Ke 
(A vain Defence) fpread o'er the pathlcfr Hflb, 
And Cbats of fcaly Sted, and hard Habergeon, 
Dcep-bruisM and empty of Mahometan Limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a Boy, 
I was their Captivp, and remind their Dreis : ) 
Here the Poknians dreadful marchM along 
In a(!guft Port, and regular Array, 
Led on to Conqueft : Here the Turkijb Chief ' 
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude Order rangM ' 
His long Battalions, while his populous Towns 
Pour'd out fi-efh Troops perpetual^ dreft in Arms^ 
Horrent in Mail, and gay in fpangled Pride, 

O the dh-e Image of the bloody Fight 
ThefeEyes have fecn, when the capacious WaJa 
Was throng'd with Dacian Spears ; when poH(hM HdB» 
And convex Gold blaz'd rfiick againft the Sun 
Relloring all his Beams 7 but frowning War 
All gloomy, like a gathered Temped, flood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its Fall. 

The Storm of m'iTive Steel delay'd a while 
By wife Command ; fiedg'd Arrows on the Neive ; * 
And ^cyraiter and Sabre bore the Sheath 
Reludlant ; till the hollc w brazen Clouds 
Had bellow'd from each Quarter of the Field 
Loud Thunder, and di%org'd their fu]^*roaa Fire; 

Then 
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Tfrtfi Banners wav'd, «id Anm wore mix*d with Arms ; 

Then Javrfins anfwer'd Javelms as they fled. 

For both fled hiffiag Death : Wkh advcrfe Edge 

The crooked Fauchiom met ; aad hidechis Ncife 

From clafhmg ShWds, thro* the bng Ranks of War, 

Qang'd horrible. A thcoland Iron Storms 

Roar direrfe : and m harfh Conftifion drown 

The Trompct's Siker Sound. O mde Effort 

Of Harmony ! not all die frown Stores 

Of the cold Nwth when pour'd m ratding Hail ' 

Lafh with fuch Madneis the Norwegian Plains^ * 

Or fo torment the Ear. Scarce founds fo far 

The direfbl Fragor, when fome Smthem HaH 

Tears from the Atps a Ridge bf knotty Oaks 

Deep feng^d, and ancient Tenants of die Rbdt : ' 

The mafly Fragment, many )a Rood in Length. 

With hideous Craih, rolb down the rugged Cliff 

RefifUefs, plunging m the fubjedl Lake 

Ccmo^ or Lugaine^ th* affli6led Waters roar, - 

And various Thunder all the Valley fills. 

Such was the Noife of War : the troubled Air 

Complains aloud, and propagates the Din 

To neighbouring Regions ; Rocks and lofty Hills' 

Beat the impetuous Echoes round the Sky. 

Uproar, Revenge, and Rage, and Hate appear 
In all their murderous Forms ; and Flame and Blood 
And Sweat and Daft array the broad Campaign 
In Horror : hafty Feet, and fparkling Eyes^ 
And all the favage Paffions of the Soul 
Engage in the warm Bufmefs of the Day« 

L 4 Here 
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Here mii^iBg Hands, but with no fiiendly Gripe^ 

Job in the Fight^» and Breafb in dofb Einjbrace^ 

Bat niortal« as the Iron Anns of Deadi. 

Here Words aoflere, of perilous Command 

And Vakmfwiftt* obey » Ix^ Feats of Anns 

Dreadfnl to te^, and g^onous to relate. 

Shine thro* the Field with more forprizing Brightne& 

Than glittering Hehns or Spears. WJb^it loud Apphd 

(Beft Meed of Warlike Toil) w^atQianly Shcmt^^ 

And Yells unmanly thro^ the Jsittel ring f 

And fudden Wrath dies inio endleis Fame. 

Long did the Fate of War hang dubious. Herfr 
Stood the more nnm*roii8 Turk, the valiant Pole 
Fought h^re i nioi:e dreadful, tha* mfh lefier Wingt^ 

But what the Dabees or the Coward Soul 
Of a Cydoftian^ what the fearful Crouds 
Of bafe Cilicians. fcaping from the Slaughter^ 
Or Parthian Beafts, with all their racing Riders* 
What could they mean a^nil th* intrepid Breaft 
Of the purfuing Foe ? Th'. impetuous PoU^ 
Ilufh here, ai\d here the Litbuaman Horfe 
X)rive down upon them like a double Bolt 
Of kindled Thitoder raging thro' the Sky 
On founding Wheels j or as fome mighty Flooi 
RolU his two Torrents down a dreadful Steep 
Precipitant and bears along the Stream. 
Rocks, Woods and Trees, with all the grazing Herd, 
And tumbles lofty Foreib headlong to the Plahi. 
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The hoUBoruJ/ian finoaking from a£ir- 
Moves like a Tempeil in a dufky Qoadi 
And imitates th* Artillery of Heaven, 
The Lightning and- the Roar. Amazing Scene I 
What Showers of mortal Hail, what flaky Fires 
Borft from the Darknefs ! while their Cohorts firm 
Met the like Thnnder, and an equal Storm, 
From hofUlc' Troops, but with a braver Mind. 
Undaunted Boibms tempt the Edge of War, 
And rufh on the iharp Point ; while baleful Mifdiiefi,. 
Deaths, and bright Dangers flew acrofs the Field 
Thick and continual, and a thouiand Soids 
Fled murmuringjthro^ their Wounds. I flood aloo( . 
For 'twas unfafe to come within the Wind 
Of Ruffian Banners, when with whizzing Sounds 
Eager of Glory, and profufe of Life^ 
They bore down fearleis on the charging Foes, 
And drove, them backwanL Then the Turkijh Moons ^ 
Wander'd in diiarray* A dark Eclipfe 
Hong ion the Silver Crefcent, boding Night, 
I^mg Nig^t, . to all her Sons : at length difrobM 
The Standards fell ; the barbarous Enflgns torn 
Fled with the Wind, . the Sport of. angry Hcav'n ; ■ 
And a large Cloud of Infantry and Horfc 
Scattering in- wild Diibrder, fpread the Plain. 

Not Noife, nor Numbj^, nor the brawny Limb, . 
Nor high-built Size prevails : 'Tis Courage fights, -. 
Tis Courage coi^qucrs. So whole Forefts fall 
(A fpafipuf iUiin } by one Angle J^ . 

L5 foA 
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And Sted well-fliarpned : fo a generous Pair 

Of Young-wing'd Eaglets fright a thoo&nd Doves. 

Vaft was the Slau^ter^ and the fk>w*ry^reen 
Drank deep of flowing Crimibn. Veteran Bands 
Here made their kft Campaign. Here hanghty Chie6 
Stretch'd on the Bed of purple Honour lie 
Supine, npr dream of Battle's hard Event, 
Opprefs'd with Iron Slumbers, and long Night. 
Their Ghofts indignant to the nether World. 
Fled, but attended well : for at their iide 
Some faithfiil JanhMries ftrewM the Field, 
Fall*n in j oft Ranks or Wedges, Lunes or Squares, 
Firm as they ftood ; to the Warfivium Troops 
A nobler Toil, and Triumph worth their Fight. 
But the broad Sabre and keen PoU-Ax flew ^ 
With fpeedy Terror thro' the feebler Herd, 
And made rude Havock and irregular Spoil 
AmoBgft the vulgar Bands that own*d the Naaie 
Of Mahomet. The wild Arobiuns fled 
In fwift Affright a thoufand different Ways ( tains 

Thro' Brakes and Thorns, and dimb'd the craggy Wsatt 
Bellowing ; yet hafly Fate overtook the Cry, 
And Polijh Hunters clave the timorous Deer. 

Thus the dire Profpea diftant fiU'd my Sowl 
With Awe ; till the laft Relicks of the War 
The thm Edonians^ A/ing had difdos'd 
The ghaftly Plain : I took a nearer View, 
Unfeemly to tlie Sight, nor to the Smell 
Grateful. What Loads of mangled FMi and liadbe^ • 

(Adit 
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( A difinal Carnage ? ) bath'd in recking Goit 
Lay welt'ring on the Ground ; while flitting Life 
Convuls'd the Nerves ftill ihivcring, nor had loft 
All Tafte of Pain f Here an Old Thracian lies 
Deform'd with Years, and Scars, and groans alood 
Tom with frefli Wounds ; but inward Vitals firm 
Forbid the Soul's Remove, and chain it down 
By the Hard Laws of Nature, to fuftain 
I^ng Torment : his wild Eye-balls roll : his Teeth 
Gnaihing with Anguifh, chide his lingring Fate. 
Emblazoned Armour fpoke his high Command 
Amongft the neighbouring Dead j they round their Lord 
Lay proftrate ; fome in Flight ignobly flain. 
Some to the Skies their Faces upwards tum'd 
Still brave, and proud to die fo near their Prince. 

I movM not &, and lo, at manly Length 
Two beauteous Youths of richeft Ottoman Blood 
Extended on the Field : in Friendihip joinM, 
Nor Fate divides them : hardy Warriors both ; 
Both feithfiil ; drown'd in Show'rs of Darts they feH, 
Each with his Shield fpread o*er his Lover's Heart, 
In vain : for on thofe Orbs of friendly Brafi 
Stood Groves of Javelins ; ibme, alas, too deep • 
Were planted there, and thro' their lovely Bofoms 
Made painful Avenues for cruel Death. 

my dear native Land, forgive the Tear 

1 dropt on their wan Checks, when ftrong Compaffion 
Forc'd ffom my melting Eyes the briny Dew, 

And paid a Sacrifice to hoftile Virtue. 
Dacid, ibrgiyt the Sight that wilhM the Sotik 

L6 tf 
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Of thofe f^ In£dek fome hainble Place 
Among the Bkft. *< Sleep, fleep, y^e haplefs Mr^ 
<« Gently, I cry'i^ worthy of better Fate, 
<' And better Faith, Hard by the General lay 
Of Saracen Defcenty a griajly Fo^m 
B.eathl^, yet Pride fat pal^. upon hk Fn^t. 
In Difappojotment, witl^ a furly Qrow . 
Louring in Death, and.vext ;. his rigid Jaws: 
Foaming with Blood bite hard the Po/ij^ Speac. 
In that de^d Vi&ge my Remembrance reads. 
Rafh Caracas : Jp, yain the boailing Slave, 
J^romisM ^nd foothMthe Sultan threatning fierce: 
With Royal Suppen and.triiimphant Fare 
Spread widq beneat|i,^4«;^/aff Sjlk and Grold.K 
See on tl|e naked Ground all. cold liie lic9 
Beneath the damp wide Covering of the Air 
f Qrgc;tful of. hi§: Word. Hqw Heavicn coAfgundli 
JnfultingrHopes f with wt^t anAwiFU Smile 
Laughs at Uie.PrQud,. that loofen ail the Reiqn^ 
To their ivtbounded Wiflies, and leads on . 
Thqr UiQd Aml^ybQn to a (h^meful End I . 

But whkliep^un Ibome hThis Thought of Armfl 
Fires mer ill vain to £ng to fenfelels Bulls 
What gBiietc«is.HQrfe fiiould h^gr^ Bieak ofi; my S 
My bsribarous Mufe b^ i|ill : lix^nort^ Deeds 
Muft not be thus pro&iji'd.in ruftic Verfe : . 
Thf Martial Ti[uippet„^ a^d the. Mowing Agt, 
And growing Fjfunq,^ Jhall lpu4 rehearfe the Fig^: 
In Soimds of Gloiy. I^, the Evening-Star 
Shioes o'er^ihe Weflcm HiUi-my Qx^n, corner 
Tl^ weU-IpiQwn Star iavit^ the Labouio: homCi 
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TO 

Mr. HENRT BENDTSH. 

Dear. Sir,, A*«g. -44,, 1705* 

TH E following. S^ong.<w as yours when firfi compos' ds: 
The Mufe then def crib'' d the general Fate o/y Man* 
hind, that is y to be ill match'' d ; and now Jhe rejoices thai 
jou ha^e efcaped the,- common Mif<:hief^ a^d that your Soul 
has founds its own Maid 1m this Ode. then congratulate 
you Both, Grow mutually in more, CQmpleat Liking fs and- 
Love : Per/evere and be Happy t 

Iperfuade my f elf you will, accept from the Prefs what 
tie Pen more pri*vately infcrih^d to you long^ ago land Tm in 
no Pain left you Jhould take Offence at the fabulous Drefs 
of this Poem : Nor would weaker Minds.be fcandaliv^d ai 
it, if they would g^ver themfelves leo've to refieSl bow nsawp 
divine fruths^ are fpoken by the Holy Writers in^ Fifionf. 
and Images f Parables and Dreams: Nor are mj wifer 
Friends ajham^d to defend it, fince the. Nurratwe « graw§ 
wd the Moral fo juft and obvious, 

T.he Indian Pbilofdpb'er. 

Sept. f. ijoti 

WHY fhould our Joys transform to Pain ?. 
Why gentle Hymen! i filken Chaio 

A Flagae of Iron pnove h 

SENDrSHj;. 
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BENDTSHy 'tis fbange the Charm that binds 
Mfliions of Hands, (hould leave their Minds 

At fach a Loofe from Love. 
II. 
Ja vain I fought the wondrous Caufe, 
Ranged the wide Fields of Nature's Laws^ 

And urg'd the Schools in vain ; 
Then deep in Thought, within my Brea& 
My Soul retir'd, and Slumber drefs'd 

A bright inibu^ve Scene. 
III. 
O'er the broad Lands, and crofs the Tide, 
On Fancy's airy Horfe I ride, 

(Sweet Rapture of the Mind f ) 
Till on the Banks of Ganges Flood, 
in a tall ancient Grove I flood 

For facred Ufc dcfign'd. 

IV. ">^ 

Hard by, a venerable Pricft, 
Ris'n with his God, the Sun, from Reft, 

Awoke his Morning Song ; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murmuring Stream ; 
fpie Birth of Souls was all his Themc^ 

And half-divine his Tongue. 
V. 
''• He fang th' Eternal rolling Flame, 
^ That vital Mafs, that fHll the fame 

<' Does all our Minds compofe : 
•* But fhap'd in twice ten thoufand Frames ; 
•^ Thence diflf'ring Souls of differing Names, 

** And janing Tempera xofe. 

VL"Tke 
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VI.- 

* < The mighty Power that fontiM the Mind 
•* One Mould for every Two deiignM, 

" And blefs'd the new bom Pair : 
«' Ibis be a Matcb for ibis : ( he faid ) 
•* Then down he fent the Souls he made, 

" To feck them Bodies here : 
VIL 
*' But parting from their warm Abode 
•* They loft their Fellows on the Road, 

" And never joih*d their Hands : 
*' Ah cruel Chance, and crofling Fates I 
" Our Eaftem Souls have dropt their Males 

'* On Europe's barbarous Lands. 
VJII. 
" Happy the Youth that finds the Bride 
" Whofe Birth is to his own ally'd, 

" The fweetcft Joy of Life : 
'' But oh the Crowds of wretched Soub 
*' Fettered to Minds of different Moidds, 

" And chainM t* Eternal Strife f 
IX. 
Thus lang the wond*roas Indian Bard ; 
My Sod widi raft Attention heard. 

While Ganges ceas'd to flow : 
*' Sure then ( I cryM) might I but fee 
" That gentle Nymph that twinn'd with me, 

** I may be happy too. 

X. 
*' Some courteous Angel, tell me where, 
^<. What diftaa( Lands this unknown Fair^ 



^e Happy MoMi. 



SEHENE asLTght, is MrRON'sSoul,. 
' And aaive as the Sun, . yet fteady as the Pol 
In manly Beauty (hines his Face ;.. 
Every Mufe, and eveiy. Giaoe, 
Makes his Heart and ;Tongue their- Seat, . 
Hb Heart profufely good, his Tongue divinely i 
MrR O iV,, the. wonder of our Eyes, . 
Behold his Manhood fcarce began I. 
Behold his Race of Virtue rani 
Behold the Goal of -pjory won ! . 
Nor Fame denies the Merit, nor with-holds thi 
Her Silver Trumpets his Renown proclaim. : . 
The Lands where*Leaming never flew,: 
Which xicithcr Rome ,nor Athtns knew^ . 
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'< Bat healthy Souls were never found 
^ To live on Emptinefs and Sound. 

n. 

Lo, at his honourable Feet 
Fame's bri^t Attendant Wealth, appears) 
She comes to pay Obedience meet. 
Providing Joys for future Years ; 
Bluings with laviih Hand (he pours 
Gathered from the Indian Coaft i 
l^ Danais Lap could equal Treafures boaft. 
When Jov§ came down in golden Show*rShi' 

He looked and turn'd his Eyes away» 
With high Difdain I heard Mm fay, 
<« Blifs is not made of glittering Clay. 

III. 
Now Pomp and Grandsur court his Head 
With Scutcheons, Arms, and Eniigps ipread : 
Gay Magnificence and State,. 
Guards, and Chariots, at his Gate, 
nd Slaves in endlefs Order round his Table wait: 
They learn the Diftates of his EyeSj^ 
And now they fall, and now they rife,^ 
Wat|ch every Motion of their Lord, 
ang on his Lips with mofl impatient Zeal,, 
'ith fwift Ambition feize th' unfinifti'd Wordi 
And the Command fulfil. 
Tir'd with the Traii^ that G R A n djb u r brings^ 
H? dropt a Tear, and pity'd Kings : 
Then flying from the noi(y Throng,. 
S^eks the Qiveifion of a Song. 
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IV. 

M V ( 1 CK defcendingon a filent Ckrad, 

Tun'd all her Strings with endlds Art ; 

By flow Degrees from Mt to food 

Chang^ (he rofe : The Harp and Flute 
Harmonious join, die Hem to fklnte. 

And make a Capdve of his Heart. 
Fruits, and rich Wins, and Scenes of kwle6 Love 

Each with utmc^ Loxtuy ftrove 
To treat dieir Favoorite heft ; 

But founding Strings, and Fruiti, tad Wiae, 

And lawlefs liOve, in vain combine 
To make his Virtue fleep, or lull his Sod to nil, 

V. 
He faw the tedious Round, and, with a Sigh, 

Pronounced the World but Vanity. 

*• In Crowds of Pleafure ftill I find 

*• A painful Solitude of Mind. 
" A Vacancy within which Senfc can ne'er fuppfy. 

*' Hence, and be gone, ye flatt'ring Snares, 

** Ye vulgar Charms of Eyes and Ears, 

" Ye unpcrforming Promifers ! 

" Pe all my bafer Paflions dead, 

*' And bafe Ddircs, by Nature made^ 
** FOi* Animals and Boys : 

** Man has a Relifh more refin'd, 

** Souls are for focial Blifs defign'd, 
** Give me a Bleffing fit to match my Mind, 
** A Kindred-Soul to double and to ihax^ my Joys. 

VI. MrR" 
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VI. 

MJTR R HA tppcar'd : Serene her Swl 
aSi*oe ms the Jjr», yet ftfady tis the Tele : 
ht ioAer Seanfies fione her Face i 
Evify Mnfiy and every Grace, 
lade her Heart ^nd Tmgne- their Stat, 
Heart frofufely goodt her Tongue divinely fwi$t ^ 
MYRRH A the Wenderef his Eyes \ 
His Heart recoiled with fweet Surprize, 

With Joys unknown before : 
His Soul di(lblv*d in pleafing Pain, 
Flow'd to his Eyes, and lookM again. 

And could endure no more. 
^ Enoog^ I <tk' impadent Hero «rii8> 

" And feiz'd her tp his Breath 
** I feek no more below the Skies, 

^* I giv€ ttiy ^vei the reft. 



T O 

^AV ID POLHILL, Efq^ 

Anfwei: to an infam:..ns Satyr, called, ^Jvta td 
Painter ^"'vfntXti*. by 4 namdcfs Author,- a-* 
inft King William liJ. of Glorious. Mtmaorv, 
598. 

IR, 

THE Ny9u put this Satyr into my Hand, you gave me 
the Occafiottof gmpioying-nK^ Pen to am/am' fo de-^ 

t^ahh 
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Tlieii imitate the Glory on the Strand 

Spiead half the Nation, longing till he land. 

Wa(h o£F the Blood, and take a peaceful Teint, 

All Red the Warrior, White the Ruler paint i 

Abroad a Hero, and at Home a Saint: 

Throne him on high upon a fhining Seat, 

Loft and PrG4>hanenefs dying at his Feet; 

While round his Head the Laurel and the Olive meet, 

The Crowns of War and Peace ; and may they blew 

With flow'ry BlelTmgs ever on his Brow. 

At his Right Hand pile up the Englijb Laws 

In (kcred Volumes ; thence the Monarch draws 

His wife and jufl Commands — — — 

Rife, ye dd Sages of the Britijh Ifle, 

On the fair Tablet call a revcrmd Smile, 

And blefs the Piece ; thefe Statutes are your own» 

That fway the Cottage, and direa the Throne ; 

People and Prince are one in WilliatiC^ Name. 

Their Joys, their Dangers, and their Laws the fime. 



I Head, V 



Let Liberty, and Right, with Plumes diiplayV 
Clap their glad Wings around their Guardian's ] 
Religion o'er the reft her flairy Pinions fpread. 
Religion guards him ; round th* Lnperial Queen 
Place waiting Virtues, each of heav'nly Mein ; 
Learn their bright Air, and paint it from his Ejres } 
The Juft, the Bold, the Temperate, and the Wife 
Dwell in his Looks ; Majeftic, but Serene ; 1 

Sweet, with no Fondnels ; Chearful, but not Vain : > 
Bright, without Terror i Great, without Difdain. 3 
His Soul infpires us what his Lips command. 
And fpreads his brave Example th^o" the Land ; 

1 Ko^ 
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ious Wretch ! to ilab a Monarch's Fame^ 
ire his Subjedb with a Rebel-Flame ; 
11 the Painter to his black Deiigns, 
aw car Guardian's Face in hellifh Lines : 
r, beware f the Monarch can be (hown 
' no Shape but Angels, or his own, 
f/, or William, <m the Britijb Throne. 



i 



Nild my Thought but graip the vaft Defign, 
i^ords with infinite Ideas join, 
uie Apdlest from his Iron Sleep. 
)id him trace the Warrior o'er the Deep t 
! him, Jpelles^ o'er the Belgian Plain, 
!, how he climbs the Mountains of the Slain, 
ling y)St Vengeance thro^ the red Campaign, 
delh the Canvas with a flying Stroke, 
t be loft in Clouds of Fire and Smoke, 
lay* 'Twas thus the Conqueror thro' the Squadrons | 
broke. 

him again emerging from the Clqud, 
XMn his Troops ; there like a Rock he ftood 
Country's fingle Barrier in a Sea of Mood, 
ly he leaves the Eeafures of a Throne, 
his Maria weeping ; whilft alone 
rards the Fate of Natk>ns, and provokes his own : 
leav'n iecures its Champion ; o'er the Field 
hov'ring Angels ; tho' they fly conceaTd, 
intercepts a Death, aad wears it on his Shield. 



! 
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yw, noble Pencil, lead him to our Ifle, 
I how the Skies with joyfiil Lofire finile. 



Thto 
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Draw next above, the Great Ones of our Me, 
Still from die Good diftinguiflimg the V3e ; 
Seat 'em in Pomp, in Grandeur, and CommiDd, 
Feeling the Subjeds with a greedy Hand : 
Paint forth the Knaves that have the Nation fold^ 
And tinge their greedy Looks with fordid Gold. 
Mark what a felfifh Fa6Uon undermines 
The pious Monarch's generous Defigna, 
Spoil their own native Land as Vipers ^o^ 
Vipers that tear their Mother^s Bowels through. 
Let Great Naffau^ beneath a carefiil Crown, 
Mournful in Majefty, look gently down. 
Mingling foft Pity with an awful Frown : 
He grieves to fee how long in vain he Ihove 
To make us blefl, how vain his Labours prove 
To (ave the ftubbom Land he condefcends to love, 






^0 the difiontented and Unquiet. 
Imitated partly from Cz^vmxty B.IV. Od.15. 

VARIA, there's nothing here that^s fiec 
From wearifome Anxfety : 
And the whole Round of mortal Joys 
With fhort Poffeffion tires and cloys: 
*Tis a dull Circle that we tread, 
JuH from the Window to the Bed, 
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We rife to fee and to be feen, 
Caze on the World a while, and then 
We yawn^ and fbetch to fleep again. 
But Fancy, that uncafy Gueft, 
^dU holds a Longing in our Breaft ; 
She finds or frames Vexations ftilL 
Her felf the greateft Plague we feel. 
We take fbange Pleafure in our Pain» 
And make a Mountain of a GraiUf 
AfiTume the Load, and pant and fweat 
Beneath th* imaginary Weight. 
VS^ith our dear felves we live at Strife, 
Vf hile the moll conftant Scenes of Life 
Prom peeviih Humours are not free ; 
Still we affeft Variety : 
Rather than pafs an eafy Day, 
We fi^ and chide the Hours away. 
Grow weary of this circling Sun, 
And vex that he fhould ever run 
The fame old Track ; and Hill, and ilili 
Rife red behind yon Eaflem Hill, 
And chide the Moon that darts her Light 
Thro' the fame Cafemcnt every Night, 

We (hift our Chambers, and our Homes,' 
To dwell where Trouble never tiomes ; 
Sy/ina has left the City Crowd, 
^gainfl the Court exclaims aloud. 
Plies to the Woods ; a Hermit-Saint f 
She loaths her Patches, Pins, and Paint, 
Dear Diamonds from her Neck are torn : 
ittt Hu M ou R, that Eternal Thorn, 

M Sticks 
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Sticks in her Heart : ftie's huny'd flill, 

*Twixt her wild Paflions and her Will : 

Haunted and hagg'd where-e'cr (he roves, J 

By purling Streams, and filent Groves, > 

Or with her Furies, or her Lioves. / 

Then our own native Land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or too wet ; 
Cliange the thick Climate, and repair ' 
To France or Italy for Air ; 
In vain we change, in vain we fly; 
Go, SiMa, mount the whirling Sky, 
Or ride upon the feather'd Wind 
In vain ; if this difeafed Mind 
Clings fail, and ftill fits clofe behind. 
Faithful Difeafe, that never fails 
Attendance at her Lady's Side, 
Over the Defart or the Tide, 
On rolling' Wheels, or flying Sails. 

Happy the Soul that Virtue fliows 
To fix the Place of Her Repofe, 
Needlefs to move ; for ftie can dwell 
In her old Grandlire's Ball as well. 
Virtue that never lo'.es to roam. 
But fweetly hides her felf at home. 
And eafy on a native Throne 
Of humble Turf fits gently down. 

Yet fl:iould tumultuous Storms arife. 
And niiijgle Earth, and Seas, and Skies, 
Should the Waves fwell, and make her roll 
Acrofs the Line, or near the. Pole, 
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Still fhe*s at Peace ; for well Ihe knows 
To launch the Stream that Duty fliows. 
And makes her Home where'er Ihe goes. 
Bear her, ye Seas, upon your Breaft, 
Or waft her, Winds, from Eaft to ff^eft 
On the foft Air ; (he cannot find 
A Couch fo eaiy as her Mind, 
Nor breath a Climate half fo kind. 



T O 

JOHN HARtOPP, Efqj 

NOW 

iir J HN BAR TOP P, Bart. 

Caftmire^ Book I. Ode 4. imitated. 
Vive jucunda mettuns juventa^ &c, 

July 1700. 

LIVE, my dear HARTOPP, live to Day, 
Nor let the Sun k>ok4owB and %^ 
^* Inglorious here he lies, 
hake off your Eafe, and fend your Name 
r'o Immortality and Fame, 
By cv'ry Hour diat flies. 

"outh's a foft Scene, but truft her not : 
fcr aiiy Minutes, fwift as Thought, 

Slide off the flipp'ry Sphere ; 
^oons with their Montlis make haily llounds, 

M 2 Th0 
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The Sun has pafs'd his vernal Bounds, 

And whirls about the Vear. 
IIL 
Let Folly drefs in green and red. 
And gird her Waile witli flowing Gold 
Knit bluihing Rofes round her Head, 
Alas f the gaudy Colours fade. 

The Garment waxes old. 
HARTOP P. mark the withering Rofc, 
And the pale Gold how dim It (hows ! 

IV. 
Bright and lafting Blifs below 

Is all Romance and Dneam \ 
Only the Joys celefiial flow 
* In an eternal Stream, 
The Pleafurcs that the finiling Day 
With large Right Hand bellows, 
Falfely her Left conveys away. 

And fhuffles in our Woes. 
So have I feen a Mother play. 

And cheat her filly Child, 
She gave and took a Toy away. 
The Infant cry'd and fmiPd. 
V. 
Ally Chance, and Iron Fate 
Hurry and vex our mortal S^te, 
And all the Race of Ills ^create ; 
Now fiery Joy, now fullen Griei^ 
Commands the Reins of human LiKb^ 
The Wheeb impetuous roll % 
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Thfe haineft Hours and Minutes ftrive. 

And Days with ftretching Pinions drive ■ " ■■ » 

— down fiercely on the Coal. 
VI. 
Not half fo M the Gaily flies 

O'er the VeneHan Sea, 
When Sslils, and Oars, and labVing Sklei 

Contend to make \itt Way. 
Swift Wings for all the fiying Houtt 

The G o D of Time prepares^ 
Tlie reft lie fiill yet in their Neft 

And grow for future Yean. 



T 

i7cx>. 

Hai>fff Solitude. 

Cafiniriy Book IV. Ode. 12. Imitatc4« 
Sljjid me latenUm^ &c, 

I. 

' H E noify World complains of me 



T 



That I fhould fhun their Sight, and Hco 
Vifits, and Crowds, and Company. 
GUNS TO N, the Lark dwells in her Neft 

Till ihe afcend the Skies ; 
And in my Clofet I could reft 
Till to the Heavens I rife, 

M 3 II. Yet 
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Yet they will urge, •* This private Life 
*• Call never make you bleil, 
. •* And tv cnty Doors are Hill at foift 
" T' engage you for a Gueft. 
Friend, (hould the Towers o{ Wind/or or Whitehall . 
Spread open their inviting Gates 
To make my Entertainment gay ; 
I would obey the Royal CkU, 

But (hort fliould be my Stay, 
Since a-diviner Service waits 
T* employ my Hours at home, and better £0 the Daf. 

m. 

When I wkkm my Self retrea^ 
I (hut my Doors againfl the Great i 
My bufy Eye-ball? inl^ird roH, 
. hiA theie With large Survey I fte 
AH the wide Theatre of Me, 
And view the various Scenes of my retiring Soul j. 
There I walk o'er the Mazes'"! have trod. 
While Hope and Fear are in a doubtftl Strife^ 

Whether this Of(ra of Life 
Be adled well to gain the Flaudit o£ my God, 

IV. 
There's a Day hallning, ('tis an awful Day h) 
When the Great Sovereign fhall at large review 

All that we fpeak, and all we do. 
The feveral Parts we a£l on this wide Stage of Gay : 

Thefe he approves, and thofe he blames. 
And crow^ns perhaps a Porter, and a Prince he damns. . 
O if the Judge from his tremendous Seat 
Shall not condemn what 1 have done, 

I/hal 
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I (hall be happy tho' anknowtt, 
or need the gating Rabb2e» nor the {hooting Street. 

V. . 

I hate the Glory, Friend, that fprings 
From vulgar Breath, and empty Sound ; 
Fame mounts her upward with a flattering Gale 

Upon her aiiy Wings, 
Till E^vy ftioots, and Fnme receisies the Wound 5 
Then her flagging Pinions fail, 
Down Glory falls and ftrikes the Ground,.' 
And breaks her batter'd Limbs. 
BUtherlet me be quit conceal'd from Fame 1; 
How happy I Oiould lis- \ 
In fweet Obfcurity, 
Nor the loud World pronounce my little Name f ^ _^ 
Here F could live and die atones 
Or if Society be due 
To keep our tafle of Pleafore new, 

G U NS TaNy I'd live and die with you^ 
For both our Souls arc onev 

VI. • • 
Here we could fit and pafs the Hour^ 

And pity Kingdoms, and their Kings, 
And fmile at all their ftiining Things, 
Their Toys of State, and Images of Power 9 
Virtue ihould dwell- within Qur Seat, 
Virtue alone could make it fweet, 
Tor is her felf fecure, but in a clofe Retreat. 
While ftie withdraws from public Praife 
En<vy perhaps would ceafe to rail. 
Envy itfelf may innocently gaze 
At Beauty in a Vail:. 

1^'4. But 
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But if (he once advance to Light, 
Her Charms are M in Envfs Sight, 
And Fitliu ftands the Mark of nniverial Spight. 



T G 

JOHN HAR'TOP P, E% 

NOW 

&r yOHN HARTOP P, Bart 
ne Difiain. 

I. 

HJRTOPP, I love the Soul that dares 
Tread the Temptadbm of his Years 
Beneath his youthful Feet : 
FLEETWOOD and aH thy heavenly Line 
X<x>k thro* the Stars^ and finik divine 

Upon an Heir fo great. 
Young HAR TO PP knows this noble Theme, 
That the wild Scenes of bufy Life, 
The Noifc, th' Amufements, and the Strife 
Are but the Vifions of the Night, 
Gay Phantoms of delufive Light, 
Or a vexatious Dream.. 

IL 
Flefh is the vilell and the leafl 

Ingredient of our Frame : 
We're bom to live above the BeafI, 
Or quit the manly Name. 

Pleafiues 
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Pleafures of Senfe we leave for Boys ; 
Be fhining Duft the Mifer^s Food ; 
Let Fancy feed on Fame anil Noiie, 
Souls muft purTue diviner Joys, 
And feize th* Immortal Good. 

T O 

MITIOy my Friend. 

An EPISTLE. 

FORGIVE me, MITIO, that there Jhould ht^ an^ 
mortifying Lines in the fillfywing Poems infcrihed to 
you, fofoon after your Entrance into that State ivhich *was 
defsgn^d for the compleateft Happinefs on Earth: But you 
twill quickly difcover, that the Mufe in the firft Poem only 
repreftnts the Shades and dark Colours that MelaHchofy 
throws upon Love, and the Social Life, In the fecond^ 
perhaps Jhe indulges her own Bright Ideas a little. Tet if 
the Accounts are hut well halanced at lafi, and 7hings fet 
in a due Light, I hope there is no Ground fof Cenfire*. 
Here you will find an Attempt made to talk of one of th$, 
moft important Concerns of human Nature in Verfe^ and, 
that with a Solemnity becoming the Argument. I have ha^ 
nified Grimace and Ridicule,, that Perfins of the moft fe^ 
fious Character may read ^without Offence, What ivas 
ivritten federal Years ago to your felf is now permitted t9 
entertain the World ; hut you may affume it to your felf af 
a private Entertainment fill, while you lie concealed be: 
hind a feigned Name. 

Ms ' JJJ# 
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The Mourning-Piece. 

LI F E '8 a long Tragedy : This GJobc the Stage, 
Well'fix'd and weD adom'd with flrong Machines, 
Gay Fields, and Skies, and Seas : The Atftors many : 
The Plot immcnfe : A Flight of Daemons fit 
On every failing Cloud with fi^tal Purpofe ; 
And (hoot acrofs the Scenes ten thouiand Arrows 
Perpetual and unfeen, headed with Pain, 
With Sorrow, Infamy, Difcafe and Death. 
The pointed Plagues fly filent thro* the Air 
Nor twangs the Bow, yet furc and deep the Wound* 

Dianthe adb her little Part alone. 
Nor wifties an Aifociate. Lo ihe glides 
Single thro* all the Storm, and more fecure ; 
Lcfs are her Dangers,, and her Breaft receives 
The feweft Darts. " But, O my lov'd Marilla^, 
** My Sifter, once my Friend, (Dianthe cries) 
«* How much art thou expos'd ? Thy growing Soul 
«* Doubled in Wedlock, multiply'd in Children, 
** Stands but the broader Mark for all the Mifchicfe 
** That rove promifcuous o'er the mortal Stage : 
«' Children, thofe dear young Limbs, thofe tendereft Piectlfr 
•« Of your own Flelh, thofe little other Selves, 
** How they dilate the Heart to wide Dimenflons^ 
•* And foften eveiy Fibre to improve 
II Ihe Mother's iad Capacity of Rua I 

«Iinoum 
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•* I mourn Fidelia too ; tho' Heaven has chole 
*• A Favourite Mate for him, of all her Sex 
« The Pride and Flower : How bkft the lovely Pair^ 
•*, Beyond Expreffion, if well mingled Loves 
•* And Woes well-mingled could improve our Blifs f 
" Amidll the rugged Cares of Life behold 
" The Father and the Hufband ; flattering Names, 
*« That fpread his Title, and enlarge his Share 
•* Of common Wretchednefs. He fondly hopes 
" To multiply his Joys, but every Hour 
** Renews the Dif appointment and the Smart. 
•* There not a Wound afflivls the meaneft Joint. 
" Of his fair Partner, or her Infent-Train, 
" (Sweet Babes f) but pierces to his Inmoft Soul. 
'* Strange is thy Power, O Love ! what numerous VcinSp^ 
" And Arteries, and Arms, and Hands, and Eyes, 
" Are link'd and faften'd to a Lover's Heart, 
" By ftrong but fecret Strings f with vain Attempt 
•* We put the Stoic on, in vain we try 
« To break the Ties of Nature and of Blood ; ^ 

** Thofe hidden Threads maintain the dear Commuttioii> 
" Inviolably firm : their thrilling Motions 
" Reciprocal give endlefs Sympathy 
•* In all the Bitters and the Sweets of Life. 
** Thrice happy Man, if Pleafare only knew 
•* Thefe Avenues of Love to reach our Souls,, 
** And Pain had never found 'em ! 

Thus fang the tuneful Maid, fearful to try 
The bold Experiment. Oft Dapbnis came,. 
And oft Narci£us,. Rivals of her Heart,, 

M 6> Buruig 
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Luriog her Eyes with Trifles dipt in Gold^ 

And the gay filken Bondage. Firm ihe flood, 

And bold repols'd the bright Temptation Hill, 

Nor put the Chains on ; Dangerous to try. 

And hard to be diffolv'd; Yet rifing Teais 

Sate on her Eye-lids, while her Numbers flow'df . 

Harmonious Sorrow i and the pitying Drops 

Stole down her Cheeks, to mourn the haple& State 

Of mortal Love. Love, thou beft Bleflbg fent 

To foften Life, and make our Iron Cares 

Eafy : But thy own Cares of fofter kind 

Give (harper Wounds ; They lodge too near the Heart, 

Beat, like the Pulfe, perpetual, and create 

A fbrange uneafy Senfe^ a tempting Pain* 

Say, my Companion MIT 10, fpeak iincere, 
{For thou art learned now) what anxioas Thought^ 
What kind Perplexities tumultuous rife. 
If but the Abfence of a Day divide 
Thee from thy fair bclo»pd-l Vainly fmiles 
The chearful Sun, and Night with radiant Eyes 
Twinkles in vain : The Region of thy Soul 
Is Darknefs, -till thy better Stat appear. 
Tell mej^^ what Toil, what Torment to fuftain 
The soiling Burden of the tedious Hours ? 
The tedious Hours are Ages, Fancy roves 
Re^fs in fond Enquiry, nor believes 
Chariffa fafe : Charijfa^ in whofe Life 
Thy Life confiils, and in her Comfort thineir 
Fear and Surmife put on a thoufand Forms 
Of dear Difquietude, and round thine Eaxs. 
1 

WhiTi 
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Wlufper ten thouiand Dangen, endlds Woes^- 
Till thy Frame ftiudders at her fency'd Death; 
Then dies my MIT 1 Of and his Biood creeps cold 
Thro' every Vein. Speak^ docs the Strangcr-Mufo* 
Call happy Cjue&s at the unknown Paflion, 
Or has (he &bled all f Inform me. Friend, 
Are half thy Joys fincere ? Thy H<^es fulfill'd^ 
Or fruilrate ? Here commit thy fecret Griefe 
To faithful Ears, and be they buiy'd here 
In Friendfliip and Oblivion ; left they ipoil 
Thy new-bom Pfeafures with diftafteRil GdSL^ 
Nor let thine Eye too greedily drink in 
The frightful Profpeft, when untimely Death 
Shall make wild Inroads on a Parent's Hearty 
And his dear Offspring to the cruel Grave 
Are dragged m fad Succeflion, while his Soul 
Is torn away Piece-Meal : Thus dies the Wretch 
A various Dea^y and fiequent, e'er he quit 
The Theatre, and make ImExit £naL 

But if Ihs deareft Half, his &ithful Mate 
Survive, and in the fweeteft faddeft Airs 
Of Love and Grief, approach with trembling Hand 
To clofe his fwimming Eyes, what double Pangs, 
What Racks, what Twinges rend his Heart-fbings off 
From the Fair Bofom of that Fellow-Dove 
He leaves behind to mourn ? What jealous Gares 
Hang on his parting Sou^^ to think his Love 
Expos'd to wild Oppreilion, and the Herd 
Of iavage Men ? So parts the dying Turde 
With fobbing Accents^ with fuchlad Regret 



^34 LTRTC POEMS, BookD 

Leaves his kind feathered Mate : The Widow>Krd. 
Wanders in lonefome Shades, forgets her Food» 
Forgets her Life ; or falls a fpeedier Prey 
To ta]on*d Faulcons, and the crooked Beak 
Of Hawks athirft for Hood ■ 



The Stcond PART:: or 
THe bright Vifiom 

TH U S far the Mbfe, in onaccoftomM Mood,. 
And Strains m^Ieafing to a Lover*^ Ear, 
Indulged a Gloom of Thought ; and thus (he iang^ 
Partial ; for Melancbolf^ hateful Form 
Stood by in fible Robe : The penfive Mufe 
Surveyed the darkfome Scenes of Life, and fought 
Some bright relieving Glimpfe, foijae cordial Ray 
In the fair World of Love : But while fhe gaz^d 
Delightful on the State of Twin-bom Souls 
United, ble&'d, the cruel Shade apply'd 
A dark long Tube, and a fafie tinaiir'd Glafi 
Deceitful ; blending Love and Life at once 
In Darknefs, Chaos, and die common Mafi 
Of Mifery : Now VranM feels the Cheat, 
And breaks the hated Optic in Difdain. 
Swift vanifhcs the fullen Form, and lo 
The Scene fhines bright with blifs : Behold the Fkce 
Where Mifchicfs never fly. Cares never come 
Witlv wrinkled Biow> nor Aneuiih^ nor Difeafe^ 

N( 
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Nor Malice forky-tongu'd. On this dear Spot, 
MIT 10, my Love would fix and plant thy Statioa* 
To aft thy Part of Life, fercne and bleft 
With the fair Confort fitted to thy Heart.. 

Sure 'lis a Vifion of that happy Grove 
Where the firft Authors of our mournful Racfr 
Liv'd in fweet Partnerlhip ! one Hour they liv*d,. 
But chang'd the tailed Blifs (imprudent Pair ! ), 
For Sin, and Shame, and this walle WildemeTs. 
Of Briars, and nine hundred Years of Pain. 
The wifhing Mufe new-drelTes the fair Garden 
Amid this Defart- World, with budding Blifs, 
And Ever-Greens, and Balms, and flow'ry Beauties^ 
Without one dangerous Tree ; There heavenly Dch^ 
Nightly defcending fhall impearl the Grafs 
And verdant Herbage ; Drops of Fragrancy 
Sit trembling on the Spires : The fpicy Vapours 
Rife wkh the Dawn, and thro' the Air diffused 
Salute your waking. Senfes with Perfume : 
While vital Fruits with their Ambrofial Juice 
Renew Life's purple Flood. and Fountain, pure 
From vicious Taint ; and with your Innocence 
Immortalize the Strudlure of your Clay. 
On this new Paradife the cloudlefs Skies 
Shall fmile perpetual, while the Lamp of Day 
With Flames unfully'd, (as the fabled Torch 
Of Hymen) meafures out your golden Hours 
Along his Azure Road. Thie nuptial Moon 
In milder Rays ferene, Ihould nighriy rife . 
Full-orb'd ( if Heaven and Nature will indulge 

S9 
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So fair an Emblein) big with Silver Jop, 

And ftiU forget her Wane. The fcathcr'd Choir 

Warbling their Maker's Praife on early Wing, 

Or perch'd on Evening-Bough, ihall join yoor WoHhip, 

Join yoar fweec Vefpers, and the Morning Song. 

O facred Symphony ! Hark, thro' the Grove 
I hear the Sound Divine f I*m all Attention, 
• All Ear, all Extafy ; unknown Delight f 
And the hit Mutt prodaims the Heav'n below. 

Not the Seraphic Minds of high Degree 
I^ifdain Converfe with Men : Ag^ returning 
I fee th' Ethereal Hoft on downward Wing. 
Lo, at the Eailem Gate young Cherubs (bnd 
Guardians, commilHon'd to convey their Joys 
To earthly Lovers. Go, ye happy Pair, 
Go tafte dieir Banquet, learn the nobler Pleafures 
Supernal, and from brutal Dregs refin'd. 
RafhaeI(h2^te2Lch thee, Friend, exalted Thought* 
And intelle£lual Blifs. *Twas Raphael taught 
The Patriarch of our Progeny th' Ailairs 
Of Heaven : (So Milton ikigs, enKghtned Bard ! 
Nor mife'd his Eyes, when in fublimeft Strain 
The Angel's great Narration he repeats 
To Albion's Sons high favour'd ) Thou (halt leani 
CelefUal Leffons from his awRil Tongue ; 
And with foft Grace and interwoven Loves 
( Grateful DigreiTion ) all his Words rehearfe 
To thy Cbarijfa\ Ear^ and charm her Soul. 
Thus with divine Difcourfe,, in ibady Bowers 

Of 
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Ot Edeft, our firft Father entcrtam'd 
E^i his (ble Auditrefajij and deep Difjpute 
With conju^ Carefles on her Lip 
Solv'd eafy, and abftrufeil Thoughtse reveal*d. 

Now the Day wtsdn apace, now MIT 10 coiftcf 
Prom his bright Tutor, and finds out his Mate. 
Behold the dear Aflbdates feated low 
On humble Turf, with R<^e and Myrtle i^ow'd i 
But high theu* Conference f how felf-fufBc^d 
Lives their Eternal Maker» girt around 
With Glories : arm*d with Thunden ; and his ThronflF 
Mortal Aceeis forbids, projeduigfar 
SplendoETs imTufierable and radiant Death. 
With Revextnoe and Abaiement deep they £eJI 
Before his Sovereign Majefyy to pay 
Due Worfhip : Then hLs Mercy on their Souls 
Smiles wltk a g^tler Ray, but Sovereign ftill f 
And leads their Meditadon and D'ifoourfe 
Long Aff» badtWard, and acrofs the Seas 
To Bethlehem of Judab: There the Son, 
The filial Godhead, Charader exprefs 
Of Brightness inexprefiible, laid by 
His beamy Robes, and made Defcent to Eartb 
Sprung from the Sons of Adam he became 
A fecond Father, iludioufi to regain 
Loft Paradife for Men, and purchafeHeav'o. 

The Lovers with Indearment mutual thus 
Proraifcuous tallcM, and Queflions intricate 
His manly Judgment ^ refolv'd, and ftill^ 

BcM 
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Held her Attention fixM : fhe mufing fat 

On the iweet mendon of Incanute Love, 

Till Rapture wak'd her Voice to foftcft Strains. 

« She (ang the In&ot God ; (myilerioos Theme F > 

" How vile his Birth-place, and his Cradle vile ! 

** Tht Ox and Ais his mean Compoiuons ; there 

^ In Habit vile the Shepherds ik>ck around, 

" Saluting the great Mother, and adore 

" Jjraer% anointed King, the appointed Heir 

'* Of the Creation, How debasM he lies 

•• Beneath his Regal State ; for thce^ m^ MI7I0^ 

*' DebasM m ferrile Form ; but Angels ftood 

*' MiniHring round their Charge with folded Wingr 

•* Obfequious, tho* onfeen ; whfle lightibme ttoors 

•* Fulfilled the Day, and the grey Evmitigrofe. 

" Then the feir Guardians hov'ri»g o'er his fUswi • * 

" Wakeful all Night, drive the foul Spirits fkr, 

•* And with their fanning Pinions purge the Air . 

*' From bufy Phantoms^ from infedioo^ Daxnps, 

'' And impure Taint ; while their AmhiDfial Ffattef 

<^ A dewy Slumber on his Senfes ihed. 

*' Alternate Hymns the heavenly Watchers* fung 

^* Melodious, foothing the furiDunding Shades, 

^ And kept the Darknefs chafte and holy^ Then 

^ Midnight was charmM, and all her gazing £ye»- 

^' Wonder'd to fee their mighty Maker fleep. 

*' Behold the Glooms difperfe, the rofy Mom 

** Smiles in the Eafi with £ye-lids opening fair, 

" But not fo fair as Thine j O I could fold Thee^ 

** My young Ahnighty, my Creator-Babe, 

5* For ever in thefc Arms ! For ever dwell 
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•* Upon thy lovely Fonn with gazing Joy, 

** And every Pulfc fhould beat Seraphic Love ? 

/* Around my Scat (hould crouding Cherubs come 

^* With fwift Ambition, zealous to attend 

*• Their Prince, and form a Hfiav'n below the Skyw 

" Forbear, ChartJfa^O forbear the Thought 
•* Of Female-Fondnefs, and forgive the Man 
** That interrupts fuch melting Harmony I 
Thus MITIOi and awakes her nobler Powert 
To pay juft Worihip to the iacred King, 
JESUS, the Go D ; nor with Devotion pure 
Mix the CareiTes of her fofter Sex ; 
(Vain Blandishment } '' Come, turn diine Eyes afido 
y From Bilkli'em, and climb up the doleful Stceg 
** Of bloody Cal<vary^ where naked Sculls 
y Pave the fad Road, and fright the Traveller. 
^ Can my Beloved bear to trace the Feet 
" Of her Redeemer panting up the Hill 
^ Hard burdened ? Can thy Heart attend his Crofs} 
•* Nail'd to the cruel Wood he groans, he dies„ 
*' For thee he ^es. Beneath thy Sins and mine. 
*• (Horrible Load ?) the finful Saviour groans, 
•*• And in fierce Anguifli of his Soul expires. 
^' Adoring Angels pry with bending Head 
•* Searching the deep Contrivaace, and admire 
** This Infinite Defign. Here Peace is made 
•* 'Twixt Go D the Sovereign, and the Rebel Maikt 
** Here Satan overthrown with all his Hofts 
•* In fecond Ruin rages and defpairs j 
** Malice it felf defpairs. The Captive Prey 

"■ Long^ 
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<* Long held in Slavery hopes a fweet Releafe, 

** And AdatrCt ruki'd Offspring fhall revive ^ 

** Thus ranibm'd from the greedy Jaws 6i Death. ' 

The fair Difdple heard ; her Pafiions move 
Harmonious to the gi«at Difcoorfey and breathe 
Refin*d Devotion : while new Smiles of Love 
Repay her Teacher. Both with bended Knees 
R^ o'er the Covenant of Eternal Liie 
Brought down to Men ; feaTd by the facrd Tk^ 
In Heaven \ and feal'd on Earth with God^s own BlocicL 
Here they unite their Names again, and fign 
Thofe peacefiil Articles. ( Hail, bleft Co-heirs 
Cdedial ! Ye ihall grow to manly Age, 
And 4>ite of Earth and Hell, in feafoii due 
Mfefi tife fair Inheritance above. ) 
With joyous Admuration they furvey 
The (Jo^l Txeafures infinite, linfe^ ^ i. 

By mortal Eye, by mortal Ear unheard^ 
And unconceiv'd \rj Thought : Riches Divine 
And Honours which the Almighty Father-Go d 
Pour'd with immenfe Profufion on his Son. 
High-Tr^urerof Heaven. The Son b/flowi 
The Life, the Love, the Blefling, and the Joy 
On Bankrupt Mortals who believe and love 
His Name. •* Then, my Charijfay all is thine. 
•* And thine, my MlTlO^ the fair Saint replies. 
•* Life, Death, the Wdiid beldw, and Worlds on high, 
** And Place, and Time, are ours ; and Things to come, 
<* And paft, and prefent, for our Intcreft ibulds 
♦« Firm in our Myftic Head^ the Title fure. 
•« 'Tis for our Health and fweet Refreihment, while 

•* We 
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'< We fojoum Strangers here) the fruitful Earth 

'* Bears plenteous ; and revolving Seafbn; ftill 

^* Drefs her vafl Globe in various Ornament. 

*' For us this chearful Sun and chearful Light 

** Diurnal fhine. This blue Expanfe of Sky 
** Hangs^ a riph Canopy above our Heads 
'' Covering our Slumbers, all with fburry Gold 
^* Inwrought, when Night alternates her Return* 
** For us Time ^ears his Wings out : Nature keeps 
^' Her Wheels in Motion ; and her Fabrick ftands. 
** Glories beyond our Ken of mortal Sight 
^ Are now prepaiing, and a Maniion fair 
*' Awaits 0s» where the Saints unbody'd live. 
** Spirits releasM from Clay» and purg'd from Sin : 
" Thither our Hearts with moft incef&nt Wiih 
*^ Panting afpire ; when (hall that deareil Hour 
** Shine and relcafe us hence, and bear us high, 
V Bear us jat once unrever*4 to our better Home I 

O blefl connubial State f O happy Pair, 
Envy'd by yet unfociated Souk 
Who feck their faithful Twins ! Your Pleafures rife 
Sweet as the Mom, advancing as the Day, 
J^ervent as glorious Noon, ferenel)^ calm 
As Sunmier-Evenings. The vile Sons of Eardi 
Groveling in Duft with all their noify Jars 
JleiUefs, (hall interrupt your Joys no more 
Than barking Animals affright the Moon 
Sublime, and riding in her Vfidnight Way. 
Friendfhip and Love (hall undiitinguifhM reign 
O'^er all /our Paflions with umival'd Swa/ 

Mutual 
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Mutual and eveilafUng : Friendfiiip knows 

No Property m Good, but all Things comxnon 

That each pofTeBes, as the Light or Air 

In which we breathe and live : There's not one T 

Qui lurk in dofe Referve, no Barriers fix'd. 

But every Riflage open as the Day 

To one another's Breail, and inmofl Mind. 

Thus by Communion your Delight fhall grow. 

Thus Streams of mingled Bli& fwell iiigher as they i 

Thus Angels mix their Flames^and more divinely gl 



The Third PART: or 
^e Account balanced. 

I. 

SHOULD Sovereign Love before me fland,. 
With all his Train of Pomp and State, 
And bid the daring Mufe relate 

His Comforts and his Cares ; 
MlTlOy I would not afk the Sand 
■ For Metaphors t' exprefs their Weight, 
Nor borrow Nuinbers from the Stars. 
Thy Cares and Comforts, fovereign Love, 
Vaftly out- weigh the Sand below. 
And to a larger Audit grow 

Than all the Stars above. 
Thy mighty Lofles and thy Gains 

Are their own mutual Meafures ; 
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Only theMm that knows iky Faios 
Can reckon up thy Pleafufes. 
11. 
Say, Damon, fay, iiow bright the Sccne» 

Damon is half-divinely blefl, 
leaning his Head on his FloreUah Breaft 
Without a jealous Thought, or bufy Care between^ 

Then the fweet Paffions mix and (hare ; 

Florelia teUs thee al] her Heart; 
Torjcan thy Soul*s remotefl Vzxt 
Conceal a Thought or Wifh from the beloved'Fak. 

Say, whajt a Pitch thy Pleafures ily, 
Vhen Friendihip all-iincere grows up to Ecfbcy 
^or Self contrads the fili(s, nor Vice pollutes the Jo/. 

While thy dear O&pring round thee fi^ 
>r {porting innocently at thy Feet 
Thy kindeft Thoughts engage i 

Thofe little Images of Thee, 

What pretty Toys of Youth they be; 
And growing Props of Age I 
HI. 
But ihort is earthly Blifs ! The changing Wind 

Blows from the fickly South, and brings 
Iklalignant Fevers on its fultiy Wings, 

Relendeis Death £ts dofe behind : 
>^dw gafping Infants, and a Wife in Tears, 

With piercing Groans falutes his Ears, 
rhro' every Vein the thrilling Torments roll ; 

While Sweet and Bitter are at Strife 

In thofe dear Miferies of Life, 
Ihofp tendered Pieces of his bleeding SouL 

The 



] 
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The pleaiingSenfe of Love awhile ^ 

|4ixt with the Heart -ake may the Pain beguile, ' ^ 

And make.a feeble Fight: [- 

Till Sorrows like a gloomy Deluge rife» r 

Then eveiy imiling Paflion dies, , 

And hope alone with wakeful Eyes 
JhMmg and felitaiy waits the (bw-retmning Light 
IV. 

Here then let my Ambition reft. 

May I be moderately bleft 

Wtoi I the Laws of Love obey : 

Let but my Pleafure and my P^ 

In .equal Balance ever reign. 

Or mount by Turns and fink again. 
And (hare juft Meafures of alternate Sway. 

So Damon lives, and ne'er complains ; 

Scarce can we hope diviner Scenes 
On this dull Stage of Clay : 

The Tribes beneath the Nordiern Bear 

Submit to Darknefs half the Year, 
Since half the Year is Da/. 

*♦♦*♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦+♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

On the Death of the Duke of Gloucefter, j4 
after Mr. Dryden. 1 700. 

An EPIGRAM. 

D J? rZ) iE i\ns dead, D ^ TD £ iV' alone could fing 
The full-grown Glories of a future King. 
Now GLOSTER dies: Thus Icffer Heroes live 
9^ that immortal Breath that Poets give i 
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Ind fcarcc furvive the Mufe : But WIL L I AM (lands, 
^or afks his Honours from the Poct*s Hands. 
J^ILL I AM (haU (hine without z DRrDEN*$ Praifc, 
rlis Laurels are not grafted on the Bays. 



An Epigram of Martial to Cirinus, 

Sic tuoy Cirinij promas Epigrammata vulga 
Ui mecum pojjisj &c. 

InknhWioMv.JOSIAHHORt. 1694; 
Now Lord Bifliop of Kilmore in Ireland. 

SO fraooth your Numbers, Friend, your Verfe fb fwect. 
So (harp the Jeft, and yet the Turn fb neat. 
That with her Martial Rome would place Cirine, 
Rome would prefer your Senfe and Thought to mine. 
Yet modeft you decline the publick Stage, 
To fix your Friend alone amidll th' applauding Age, 
So Maf-a did ; the mighty Mara fmgs 
In vail Heroic Notes of vaft Heroic Things, 
And leaves the Ode to dance upon his FJaccus Strings, 
He fcorn'd to daunt the dear Horatian Lyre, 
Tho' his brave Genius flafh'd Pindaric Fire, 
And at his Will could filence all tlie Lyric Quire. 
So to his Variui he refign'd the Praife 
Of the proud Bufkin and the Tragic Bays, 
When he could thunder with a loftier Vein, 
And fing of Gods and Heroes in a bolder Strain* \ 

A handfome Treat, a Piece of Gold, or fb. 
And Compliments will ev^ry Friexul beAow i 

N RarelJ 



i 
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Rarely a ^iVj//, t Cirine we meet. 

Who Ia}s his Laurels at inferior Feet. 

And yields the tendereft Point of Honour, Wit, 



E P I S T O L A 

Fratri fuo dilefto R. W. L W. S, P. 

RURSUM tuas, amande Fraier, accept j 
eoiiem fortafse momento^ quo tne^e ad te p 
runt ; idemque qui te fcribentem midit Dies, meum < 
ftolare munus €xcita*vit Calamum ; non Inane eft i. 
Fraternum Nomen, unicus enim Spiritus nos intus t 
agrtquc, iff Concordes in ambohus efficit motus : 
ere/cat indies, & vige/cat mutua Charitas ; faxi. 
ut Amor Jui nojlra incendat ^ defacet peSon 
etenim Iff alternis pur^e Amiciti^ flavttnis erga 
wicem Di'vinum in modum ardehimtis ; Contempla 
fum nojlrum, Coelefie illud iff adorandum Exemplar 
tatiu Ille eji. 

QJJ I quondam setemo dekpfus ab ^there Vultui 
Induit Humanos, ut poflet Corpore noftras 
(Heu miferas) fufFerre vices ; fponforis obivit 
Munia, & in Mc TabuU maledidta Minacis 
Tranflulit, & Tceleris poenas hommifque reatum. 

Ecce jace defertus humi, difFufus in herbam 
Integer, innocuas verfus fua fidera Palmas 
Et placidum attollens vultum, nee ad ofcula Patris 
Amplexus folitofve ; Artus nudatus amiftu 
eidejreos, & fponte finum patefedus ad Las 

- a l^ 
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iminis armati. Pater, hie infige * fagittas, 
Haec, ait, iratum forbebunt Pedora ferrum, 
Abluat i£therpus mortalia Crimina Sanguis. 

Dixit, Sc horrendum fremuere tonitrua Cceli 
fcnfufque Deus j ^quem jam pofmfTe patemura 
ufa queri vellct nomen, fed & ipfa fragorea 
I tantos pavefada filet, ) Jam diflilit j^ther^ 
ndunturque fores, ubi duro Carcere regnat, 
. A, & Panarum Thefauros mille coercet, 
ic ruunt gravidi vefano Sulphure Nimbi, 
gataplicifque volant contorta volumiua Flammse 
Capat irameritum ; diro hie fub Pondere preifus 
*ftat, compreflbs dumque ardens explicat artus 
Purpureo veftes tinftae fudore madefcunt. 
5C tamen infando Vindex Regina labori 
^ils incumbic, fed lafTos increpat Ignes 
vnXtVy & fomno langucntem fufcitat || Enfem : 
Surge,' age, Divinum pete Pectus, & imbue facro 
Flamine mucronem ; Vos hinc, mea fpicula, late 
Ferrea per totum difpergite tormina drnftum^ 
Immenfum tolcrare valet ; ad pondera Pocnse 
Suftentanda hominem fuffiilciet Incola N u m E n* 
Et tu facra Dacas Legum^ Violata Tabella, ' 
Ebibe vindiilam ; va1a fatiabere caede, : > 

Mortalis Cu^pae penfabit dedecus ingens 
Permiftus Deitate Cruor. — 

Sie fata, immiti eontorquet Vulnera dextra .- 
ilaniatque finus ; fandi penetralia Cordis 

• Jc4> m 6. f Luke xxii. 44. J Zcch, all, 7, 

N 2 Pan^ 
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Pinduntur« fxvis avidus Dolor involat alis, 
Atque audax M^iitem fcrutator, & Ilia mordet ; 
Interea Scrvator * ovat, Vidlorque Doloris 
Exninety Illuftri f perfufus Membra Cruore, 
Exultatque mifer fieri ; nam fortius ilium 
Urget Patris Hoqos, & non yinccnda Voluptas 
Servandi miferos Sontes ; O nobilis Ardor 
Pcenarum ! O quid non Mortalia Pedora cogis 
Durus Amor ? Quid non Cadeftia ? 

At.JuhJidat Vhaniafia^ vanefcant Imagims ; mjc'vk 
froripuit omens Mufa : Folui quatuor lineas fnHhi 
gre, y ecce ! numeri cre/cunt in immenfum ; dumifk 
tato Genio laxam fr^na^ fuereor ne juvenilis 
Iheologiam I re ferity 4sf audax nimis Imagination \ 
lata cfi ad me Epijlola indicans Matnm meliufcule ^ 
rff licet ignis fehr His non prorfus dejeruit mcrtah eju 
ci/ium, Plura volui^ fed turgidi fcf crefcentes <uei 
luere plura^ iff coarSidrunt fcriptionis Limites, Vt 
ee fratey^ iff in fiadlo Pietatis & Jrtis medica 
deiutre. 

J^atum a Mufeo meo Londini xv^® Kalend. 1 

Aniio Salutis cididcxciii. 
• Col. ii. 15. f Luc. ^pcii. 24^ 



Fratris E. W. olim navigaturo. 

Sept. 3< 

IF E L I X, pede profpero 
1 Fiater, Tnibe pinea 
buices ^quora carula 
Far4as Carb;^ a Hatibus 
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tjjse tuto reditura Tint. 
Non tc monllra Natantia 
Ponti Carnivorx* Incoljc 
Pnxdcntur Rate naufraga. 

Navis, Tu tibi credlcum 
Fratrem dimidium mei 
Salvum ^QT i^QT iiihofpita 
POnti Rcgna, per avios 
Traftus, & liquidum Chaos. 
Nee te forbeat horrida 
Syrtis, nee Scopulus minax 
^aropat roboreum latus. 
Captcilt mitia flamm 
Antennae ; & Zcphyrji leves 
Dent Portum placidum tibi. 

Tuy qui floBiina^ qui vagos 
Flatus Oceani regis, 
£t faevum Boream domas. 
Da fititri faciles vias, 
£t fratrem reducem fnis. 



Ad Reverendum Virum 
'JOHANNEMPINHORNE^ 

Fidum Adolefcentiae meje Praeceptorem* 

Pindarici Car minis Sfecimtn, 169^ 

I. 
T te, PI NORN I, Mn{^ Tri/antic^ 
1 Saltttat, ardens dilcipulani tuam 

N 3 GralS 
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Grate fateri : nunc Athcnas, 
Nunc Latias per amcenitates 

Tuto pcrcrrans tc recolit Ducem, 
Te quondam tcncros & Ebraia per a^ni greflTuft 

Non durii duxifTe mana. 

Tuo pate(cunt lumine Theipii 

Campi atque ad arcem Pierid^fn iter : 
£n altus aiTurgens Homerus 
Arnia Deofque Virofque mifcens 
Occupat i£thereunr Pamafii cuhQen : Homerl 
Jmmenfos dupeo manes 

Tc, Maro^ dulcc cancns fylvas, te bella fbnantciK 
Ardua, da veniam tenui venerare Camoeni : 

Tuxque accipias,^ Thehane VateSj^ 
Debita Thura Isyrx, 
Vobis, magna Trias \ clariiSma Nomkia, (empcv 
Scrinia nbfbt) patent, & Peftora noftra patebunt^ 
Quum mihi cunque levem concefTerit otia & horanv 

Divlna Mojis pagina. 

IL 
Tl^teui fid hanc Triadem ponatur, at ipia podendaf, 
Deponat Veneres : venias, fed * furus ^ infins. 
Vt te collaudemy dum fordts ^ mala lufra 
Ablutus, Fenufiney canis ridefvc. Recife 
Hac lege accedant Satyte Jwvenaiisy amari 
Terrores vitiorum. At longe caecus abeflet 
Ferjius^ et)rcurusi Vates, nifi lumina circum- 
-fufe forent, Sphingifque aenigmata, Bonde, fcidifles* 

% Horat, Lib, I. Sat, 6 , 
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Grande fonans Semcde fulmen, gradifque cothurni 
Pompa SopbocUi celTo ponantur eodem 
Drduie, & ambabus fimul hos ampledar in ulnis. 
Tuto, Poetae, tuto habitabitis 
Pi^os abacos : improba Tinea 
Obiity nee audet fxvs cafhs 
Attingere Blata Camoenas. 
At tu renidens foeda Epigi-ammatuni 
Farrago inertum, flercoris impii 
Sentina faetens, Mariialisy 
In Barathrum relegandus imum 
Aufuge, & hinc tecum rapias CatuUum 
infulse mollem, naribus, auribus 
Ingrata caflis carmina, Sc improbi: 
Spurcos Nafinis Amores. 

iir. 

Nobilis extrema gradiens Caledonis ab ara 
£n Bucbananus adefl. Divmi Pfaltis Imagd 
Jeffiada falvcto ; potens feii Numinis Iras 
Fnlminlbus mifcere, facro vel lumine Mentis 
Fugare no£tes^ vel Citharae fono 

Sedare flu£lur Pefloris. 
Tu mihi hxrebis comes ambulanti, 
Tu Domi aftabis focius Perennis, 
Seu levi Menfae fimuI aflidere 

Dignabere, feu L^fticae. 
Mox recumbentis vigilans ad aurem- 
Aureos fuadebis inire fomnos 
Sacra fopitis fuperinferens ob- 

liviacuris^, 

N 4 Stec 
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Stct juxta • Ctffimifu/^ huic nee parcius Ignem 
Katura indulfit nee Muia armavit Alumnum 
• Sarhivium rudiore Lyri. 
Quanta Polonum levat aura Cygnum ? 
+ Humana linquens (en fibi de*uii 
Montes recedunt) luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur in aere pennis. 
Sea tu forte virum tollis ad aethcra,- 
Cognatofve Thronos & patrium Poluai 

Vifurus confnrgis ovans> 
Vifum fatigas, aciemque fallis, 
Dum tuum a longe fbpeo volatum 
O non imitabilis Ales. 

IV. 
SarbMi ad nomen gelida incalet 
Mufa, iimul totos fervefcere 
Sendo, flellatas levis indoor 
Alas & tollor in altum. 
Jam juga Zionis radens pede 
£lato inter fidera vertice 
I.onge defpedlo mortalia. 
Quam juvat altifonis volitare per aethera peflnJs^ 
£t ridere procul fallada Gaudia fecli 
Terrela? Grandia inania, 
Qua; mortale genus (heu male) deperit. 
O curas hominum miferas f Cano, 
£t miferas nugas Diademata ! 
.Ventofae fortis Ludibrium. 



♦ M, Cafimirus, Sarbiewiki Pocta infigais Polonif, 
•t Ode V. Lib, a. 
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En mihi fubfidunt teirenre a pcdore Faeces^ 
Gcftit & cffraenis divinum efFandere Carmen 
Mens afflata Deo — 



• at vos Heroes & Arma 



£t procul efte Dii» ludlcra Namina. ) 

Quid mihi cum veftrae ponderc Lancese, 
P alias ! aut veftris, Dtonyfcy Thyriis ? ' 

Et Clava, & Anguis, & Leo, & Hercules^ 
£t brutum tonitru fidlitil Fatris, 
Ab^te a carmine noflro. 
V. 
Te, Deus Omnipotens [ tc noftra fonabit y ESl/^ 
Mufa, nee afTueto cadefles Barbiton auiii 
Tentabit numeros. Vafli fme limite Numen & 
linmenfum fine lege Deum numeri iine lege fonabunt . 

SeJ Mufam magna folltcentem deftituit <vigor ; Di'vinoju* 
hare perflringitur oculorum acies* En lahafcit pennisf tre* 
mit artubuSf ruit deorfum ptr inane jEiheris^ jacet vrSa^ 
dftupefcit^ filet. 

Ignofcasy Rewerende Ftr, <vano eonamini ; f ragmen hoc 
rude licet ^ impolitum /equi honi confulas^ OT gratittidinis 
jam diu debits in partem repon^s. 



Votum, feu Vita in terris keata. 
Ad virum digniiTunum 



H 



AR TO P P I eximio ftemmate noMis 
Venaque Ingenii divite, fi roges 
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Quern mea Mufa b^t,. 
Ille mill! i'elix ter Sc amplius,. 
Et fimilcs fugcris annos agit 
^i f.hi fuffickns femper adejl Jibi* 

Hunc louge a curis mortalibus 

Inter agros, fylvafque £lentes 
Se Mufifque fuisftranquilla in pac^ fru^tom^ 

Sol orcns vi4et k recofnbens, 
I£. 
Non fua Vulgi favor infolends 
(Plaufus infani tcimidus popelli) 
Mentis adfacrain penetrabit arcemi 

Feriat licet jSthera clamor. 
Nee Gaza flammaDS divitis Indide^^ 
Neo, 7W^, vcftrae f^ilgor Areniilae. 

Ducent ab obfcura quiete 
Ad laquear radiantis Aulse, 
III. 
b fi daretur (lamina proprli 
Traftare fufi pollice proprio, 

Atque meum mihi fingere fatunv $; 
Candidas vitas color innocenti; 
Fila nativo decoraret Albo 
''?Nott.7V/'/« vitiatxcondi^^ 
Non aurom^, non gemma nitens, nec^purpura tebs: 
Intertexta forent invidiqfa meas. 
Longe a Triumphisj & fonita Tubas 
jLiOGig(ii rexpotos tnmfigerem die$ : 
Abflate fofces (fplendida Vanitas) 
• EtVos abllat€> Coxonae, . 



IV 



. SHired f& V I r *Ve*, . Sci. t^s^, 

IV. 

Pro meo tedto Cafa fit, faldbrts 
Captet Auroras, procul CJrbis atro 
Diftet a fiuno, fugigtque long^ 

Dora Phthiiis mala, dura Toflis^ 
DHplicet Byrfa & fremitu molefto 
Turba Mercaatiim ; gratii!ls alvear. 
^Demuket leaves RMinnarej^grstraB . . - ^ 

FoDS falientis aquas» 

V. 
icigiofa fori me terreixt iorgia; lenes 
d fylvas prdpetahs rixofas O^ec^of ^t^ ' 

ninos in tuto a Unguis — : r 

Blandkncnta artis fimul aoquua^odi^ . 
alete. Gives, & amcsna fraudis 
Verba ; proh Mores ! ic inapc &cn 
Nomen Amid f 

IV. 
Taqueqosenofbis inimica Mufla 
Felle facratum vitias amorem, 
bfis astern^, Diva libidinis 

EtPharetiatePucri 
Hinc, hinc> CupiJo^ longois avola ? 
Nil mihi cum fcedis, Puer, iguibus ; ; 
^therea fervent face pedlora. 
Sacra mihi Fenus eft Urania, . 
£t juvenis Jejfaut Amor mihi. 

VIL 
Coelefle camen (nee taceat lyjca 
Jfjfaa) laetis auribus infonet, 
Ncc W^fiattti c meduUia __ 
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UUa dies rapiet vel hon. 
Sacri Ubelli, Delicias mese, 
ptvos, Sodales, Temper amabiles. 
Nunc fimul adfitis, nunc vidflim, 
£t fallite taedia vitac. 



T O 

Mrs. SINGER. 
(Now Mrs. ROTFE.) 

pn the Sight of fome of her divine Poems y 
never Printed. 

JuIyHj. 1706, 

\^ N the feir Banks of gentle Thames 
3 tun'd my Harp ; nor did celeflial Themes 
Kefufe to dance upon my Strings : 
There beneath the Evening Sky 
I fung my Cares aflcep, and raisM my Wiihes high 
To everlafting Things. 
Sudden from Albion's Weftem Coalt 
Harmonious Notes come gliding by. 
The neighbouring Shepherds knew the Silver Sound ; 
« 'Tis PHlLOMELJh Voice, the neighboring Shcp- 
At once my Strings all filent lie, fherds 07; 

A) once my fainting Mofe was loft^ 
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Li the fuperior Sweetnefs drown'd. 
In vain I bid my tuneful Powers unite ; 

My Soul retir'd, and left my Tongue, 
LwasaUEar, and PH/Z.0 MjB Z.^'s Song 

Was all divine Delight. 

ir. 

Now be my Harp for ever dumb. 
My Mnfc attempt no more. 'Tw^ long ago 

r1)id adieu to mortal Things, 

To Grecian Tales; and War* of Rome^ 
'Twas long ago I broke all but th' immortal Strings ; 
Now thofe inoniortal Strings have no'Em^y, 

Since a fair Angel dwells below, 
To tone the Notes of Heav^f aid prqngate the Joy, 

Let all my Powers with Awe profound 
While PHILOMELA fm^. 

Attend the Rapture of the Sound, - 
And my Devotion rife on h^ Seraphic Wings, 

T'he End of ^ be Second Booh 




HO RJS 
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HORJE LTRICjE, 

B O O K III. 

Sacred to the Memory of theDEAi>.. 

An EPITAPH on 

King WILLIAM IIL 

Of Glorious Memory. 
H^ died March tbi Sth, ijoi. 

I. 

BE N E ATH thcfe Honoan of a Tomb, 
Greatness in lumibie Rinn lies : 
(How Earth confines in narrow Room 
What Heroes leave beneath the Skies ! ) 
IL 
Prefervc, O venerable P i l.e. 
Inviolate thy facred Truft ; 
Tb thy cold Arms the RR IT IS H Iflc, , 
Weeping, commits her richeft Dkift. 
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HI. 

Tc gpntlcft Minifters of Fat E,. 
Vttnid the Monarch as he lies, 
Uid bid the fofteft Slumbers wait^ 
l^ith filken Cords to bind Ym Eyes. . 

IV, 
left his dear Sword beneath his Head^ 
loniid him his ^thful Arms fhall ftand : 
?ix.his bright Ensigns on his Bed, 
ri^ Guards and Honours of ourXand« 

V. 
ITe Sifter-Arte of Pa 1 NT and Ve R 8 1, , 
?lace ALBION fainting by his Side> , 
9er Groans ariiing o'er the Hearfe, 
\tdJi E L GJA fuiking when he dy'd, , 

VI, 
iiigh o'er the Grave Re l i gion fet 
bi fblemn Gold ; pronounce the Ground ; 
>aaed, to bar unhallow'd Feet, 
H&d plant h^r Guardian Virtues round. 

VII, 
^r Liberty in SabJes drcft;. 
iV^rite his loy'd Name, upon his Urn, 
VILLI AM, /i# Scourgiof Tyrmnts paft^, 
iud Awe of Princes j£t unborn, 

VIIL 
hvee't Peace his iacred Relicks keep^ , 
Vith Olives blooming round her Head, . 
bid fbetch her Wings acrofs the Deep 
To bkls the NatiQns with the Shade.. 

DC^rStanA 
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IX. 
Stand on the Pile, Immortal F a m e. 
Broad Stars adorn thy brighteft Robe, 
Thy thottfand Voices fomid his Name 
In Silver Accents round the Globe. 

X. 
Flattery (hall Hunt beneath the Sound, 
While hoary ^T ruth infpires the Song ; 
Envy grow pale and bite the Ground, 
And Slander gnaw her forky Tongue. 

XI. 
Night and the Grave remove your Gloom | 
DarkneTs becomes the vulgar Dead ; 
But Glory bids the Royal Tomb 
Difdain the Horrors of a Shade. 
XII. 
Glory with all her Lamps (hall bum. 
And watch the Warrior's fleeping Clay, 
Till the laft Trumpet rouze his Um 
To aid the Triumphs cf the Day. 



On the fudden Death of 

Mrs. MAR Y P E ACOCK. 

An Elegiac Song fat in a Letter of Coniolance 
to Mr. N. P. Merchant at Amfterdam. 

I. 

HA R K [ She bids all her Friends adieu ; 
Some Angel calls her to the Spheres j 
Our Eyes the radiant Saint purfue 
TIW liq^qid Tclefcopes of Teare. 

JI. Faitf 
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II. 

Farewel, bright Soul, a fhort Farewel, 
Till we (hall meet again above 
In the fweef Groves where Pleafures dwefl^ 
And Trees of Life bear Fruits of Love : 

III. 
There Glory fits on every face, 
Thercj Fjiendihip'fmiles in every Eye, 
There fhall our Tongues relate the Grace 
That led us homeward to the Sky. 

IV. 
O'er all the Names of Christ our King 
Shall our harmonious Voices rove, 
Our Harps fhall found from every String ; 

The Wonden of his bleeding Love. 

V- 
Come, Sovereign Lord, dear Saviour, come. 
Remove theie feparating Days, 
Send thy bright Wheels to fetch us home \ 
That golden Hour, how long it days \ 

VI. 
How long muft we lie lingrmg litre. 
While Saints around us take their Flight ? 
Smiling, they quit this dufky Sphere, 
And mount the Hills of heavenly Light. 

VIL 
Sweet Soul, we leave thee to thy RefF, 
Enjoy thy J ESUS 2Jidi thy God, 
Till we, from Bands of Clay releaft. 
Spring out and dimb the ihining Road!. 

vin, 
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VIIL 

\^Tiac the dear Duft (he leaves behind 
Skeps in thy BoTom, (acred l^mb ! 
Soft be her Bed, her Slumbers kind^ 
And all her Dreams of Joy to come. 



EP ITAPHIUM Viri VenerabiUi 

Dom. N. MATHER, 

Carmine Lapidario confcriftnm^ 

M. S. 

Reverend! admodum Viri 
NArUANAELlS. MATHER I 

QJJ O D morl potuit hic fubtos depofitom cft^ 
Si quserisy Hofpes, Quantas ^ QuaKs fiiitj, 
Fidus enarrabit Lapis. 

Nomen a Familia diudt 
San£liorlbiis fludiis & Evaiigelie devota» 

£t per utramque AngUam celd>ri; 
jimericanam fc. atque Europaam, 
Et hie quoque in fanfU MiniHerii Spem edtt£la» 
Non-fellacem : 
Et hunc utraque novit AngUa 
Dofium & Docentem. 
€orpore fuit procero,, Forma pladde verenda^^ 



AT 
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t fupra Corpus & Formam fublime eminuerunt 
Indoles, Ingenium; atq;. Eruditio.: 
Supra hagc Pictas, & (fi fes dicere) 

Supra Pietatem Modeflia, 
C^eteras enim Dotes obumbravit. 
Quoties in Rebus Divinis peragendis 
Pivinitus afflatac mentis Specimina 

Praeftantiora edidit, 
Toties Hominem fedulus occuluic 
Ut folus confpiceretur D e u s : 
Voluit totus latere, nee potuic ; 
Heu quantum tamen fui nos latet f 
t majorem Laudis Partem fepulchrale Manner 
Invito obruit filentio. 
Gratiam J ESV CHRl^f 1 {i^MJa&msk 
oam abunde hauiit ipfe, aliis propitiavit^ 
Puram ab humana fsece. 
Veritatis Evangelicae decus ingeiis, 
Et ingens Propugnaculum. 
Dncipnator gravis Afpe£tu, Gcihi, Voce ^ 
Cul nee aderat Pompa Oratoiia^^ 
Nee deerat ; 
Flofculos Rhetorices fupervacaneos fecit 
^m dicendarum Majeflas, & Deus praefens^ 
Hinc Anna Militiae fuae n(»i infelicia,. 
Hinc toties fugatus Satanas, 
Et hinc ViAoriae 
Ab Inferorum Portis toties reportatasi 
>lers ille ferreis Impiorum Animis infigerp: 

Altum & Salutare Vulnus : 
ilneratas idem tra6tiu« leniter folers^ 
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Et Medclam adhiberc magis falutarem. 
Ex defascato Cordis Fonte 
t)lvinis Eloquiis afSaiim fcatebant Ldbiay 

Etiom in familiari Contubernio : 
SJ^irabat ipfc ur.diquc Cselcftes fuavitates, 
Quafi Olco Laetitia^ femper recens delibutus^ 
£t Temper fupra Socios ; 
Gratumque dilcdllffimi M y E S U Odorem 
Quaquaversus & late difFudit. 
Dolores tolerans fupra fidem, 
i£rumnseque heu quam afiiduse ! 
Invldlo Animo, Vidrice Patientia 
Varias Curaruxn Moles pertulic 
Et in Stadio & in Meta Vitae i 
Quam ubi propinquam vidit^ 
Herophoria fidei q^afi Conn alato veAus 

Propere & exoltim attigit. 
Natus eft in Agro Lancafirienfi 20** MartiU 1636^ 
Inter Nov- Anglos Theologiae Tyrocinia fecit. 
Paftorali Munere diu Dublinii in Hibernia fbn^his^ 
Tandem (ut Temper) I^rovidentiam fecutus Ducem, 
Coetui fidelium apud Londinenfes prxpoiitus eft, 
Quos Dodb-ina, Precibus, & Vita beavit : 
Ah brevi ! 
Corpore folutus 26^ Julil^ 1697. MxzX, 67. 
Ecclefiis Moerorem, Theologis Exemplar reliquit. 
Probis Piifque omnibus 
Infandum fui deflderium : 
Dum pulvis C HR 1S70 charus hie dulce do«mt 
£xpedtans Stellam ^natutinam. 



T< 
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? «j? '^ -j? 4? ^J? 4? ♦ Ife "J^ "^4^ "S^ 'S ^ ic* "4? *S? "i? ^? Ip ^ ♦ '1? 4? «j? ♦ 4p 
To the Reverend 

vir. JOHN SHOWER^ 

On the Death of his Daughter 

Mrs, ANNE WARNER, 

Reverend and dear Sir ; 
rjT O I'V great foever nvas my Senfi of your Lo/s^ yet I 
LTL ^/V not think my felf fit to offer any Lines of Com^ 
Wt : your oivn Meditations can fumijh you ivitb many a 
'elightful Truth in the midji offo hea^vy a Sorroiv ; for the 
Covenant of Grace has Brightnefs enough in it to gild the 
toft gloomy Pro<vidence ; and to that f^weet Covenant your 
'oul is no Stranger. My own Thoughts ivere much impreff 
vith the Tydings of your Daughter's Death ; and tho^ I matle 
^mny a RefleSlion on the Vanity of Mankind in its heft E* 
fate, yet I muft acknowledge that my Temper leads me moft 
the pleafant Scenes of Hea^ven, and that future World. 
f Blejfednefs, When I recoUeSt the Memory of my Friends 
hat are dead, I frequently rove into the World of Spirits ^ 
\nd fearch them out there : Thus I endeavoured to trace 
Mrs. Warner; and thefe Thoughts craudlngfaft upon me^ I 
fet them down for my own Entertainment. The Verfe breaks 
iff abruptly, becaufe 1 had no Deftgn to write a finifh^d 
Elegy ; and befides, when I was fallen upon the dark Side 
f Death, I had no mind to tarry there. If the Lines 1 
J^ave ^written be fo happy as to entertain you a little^ and 
divert your Grief, the Time Jpent in compofing them ft^ajl 
not be reckoned among my loft Hours^ and the Review will 
he more pleafing to, SI R, 

ppcemh. a», Yoxa afftdtionate humble Servant. 
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jtn ElegiacThougbl on Mrs. Anne Warner, 

who died of the Small- P ox j Decemb. i8, 

1707. at One of the Clock in the Morning \ 

^ few Days after the Birth and Death of her 

firft Child. 

AWAKE, my Mufe, range the wide World of Souls, 
And feek FERNERA fled ; With upward Aim 
Dired thy Wing ; for flie was bom from Heaven, 
Fuliill'd her Vifit, and retum'd on high. 

The Midnight Watch of Angels that patrolc 
The Btiti/h Sky, have notic'd iier Afcent 
Near the Meridian Star ; purfuc the Track 
To the bright Confines of immortal Day 
And Paradife, her Home. Say, my Urania^ 
(For nothing fcapes thy Search, nor can'fl thou mifi 
So fair a Spirit) fay, beneath what Shade 
Of Amaranth or chearful E^ver-green 
She fits, recounting to her Kindred-Minds 
Angelic or Humane, her mortal Toil 
And Travels thro' this howling Wildernefs : 
By what divine Proteftions (he efcapM 
Thofe deadly Snares when Youth and Satan leagued " 
In Combination to afTail her Virtue 5 
(Snares fet to^murder Souls) but Heav'n fecur'd 
The Favourite Nj'mph, and taught her Vi^oiy, 

Or 
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Or does ihe feeic, or has (he found her Babe 
AmongH the Infant- Nation of the Blejl, 
And clafp'd it to her Soul, to fatiate there 
The young Maternal Paifion, and abiolve 
The unfttlfiird Embrace ? Thrice happy Child f 
That faw the Light, and turned its Eyes afide 
From our dim Regions to th' Eternal Sun, 
And led the Parent's Way to Glory ! There 
Thou art for ever hers, with Powers enlarg'd 
For Love reciprocal and fweet Converfe. 

Behold her Anceftors (a pious Race) 
Rang'd in fair Order, at her Sight rejoice 
And fin^ her Welcome. She along their Seats 
Gliding falutes them all with Honours due 
Such as are paid in Heaven : And laft (he finds 
A Manfion faftiion'd of diflinguifh'd Light, 
But vacant : This (with fure Prefage ihe cries) 
Antjaits my Father ; fwhen <will he arrive ? 
How longy alas^ how long ! (Then calls her Mate) 
Die, thou dear Partner of my mortal Cares^ 
Die^ and partake my Bli/s ; we are for ever One* 

Ah me ! where roves my Fancy ! What kind Dreams 
Croud with fweet Violence on my waking Mind ! 
Perhaps Illufions all ! Inform me, Mufe, 
Chufes (he rather to retire apart w 

To recolledl her diifipated Powers, 
And call her Thoughts her own ; fb lately freed 
From Earth's vain Scenes, gay Vifits, Gratulations, 
From Hymen*% hurrying and tumultuous Joys, 

And 
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find, Fcan and Pangs, fierce Pangs that wrought herDcati 
Tell me on what fublimer Theme fhe dwelk 
In Contemplation, with unerring Clue 
Infinite Truth purfiiing. ( When, my Soul, 

when (hall thy Releaie from cumt/rous Flefh 
Pals the Great Seal of Heaven ? What haj^y Hour 
.Shall give thy Thoughts a Loofe to foar and trace 

1 he Intclleaual World ? Divine Delight ? 

VER NERjfs lov'd Employ f ) Perhaps (he ficgi 
To fome new golden Harp th' Almighty Deeds, 
The Names, the Honours of her Saviour-God, 
pis Crofs, his Grave, hjs \iciory, and his Crown; 
Oh could I imitate th* exalted Notes, 
And mortal Bare could bear them I u p 

Or lies (he now before th' Eternal Throne 
frollrate in humble Form, with deep Devotion 
G'erwhelm'd, and Self-Abafement at the Sight 
Of the uncovered Godhead Face to Face ? 
Seraphic Crowns pay Homage at his Feet, 
And Hers amongft them, not of dimmer Oar, 
Jv^or fet with meaner Gems : But vain Ambition, 
And Emulation vain, and fond Conceit, 
And Pride for eyer banifh'd flies the Place, 
Carft Pride, the Drefs of Hell Tell me, Urnnia, 
How her Joys heighten, and her golden Hours 
Circle in Love. O (lamp upon my Soul 
Some blifsful Image of the fair DeceasM 
To cill my Paffions and my Eyes afide 
From the "dear bfeathlefs Clay, diilrefiing Sight ! 
J Ipok and mourn and gaze witli greedy View 
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Of melancholy Fondneis : Tears bedewiug 

That Form fo late defir'd, fo late belov'd. 

Now loathfome and unlovely. Bafe Diieafe, 

That leagu'd with Nature's fliarpeft Pains, and fpoii'd 

So fweet a Strudlurc ! The impoifoning Taint 

O'erfpreads the Building wrought with Skill divine. 

And ruins the rich Temple to the Dufl ! 

Was this the Countenance, where the World admir'd 
Features of Wit and Virtue ? This the Face , . 

iVhere Love triumph'd ? and Beauty on thefe Cheeks, 
^s on a Throne, beneath her radiant Eyes 
^as (bated to Advantage ; mild, ferene, 
^eflcaiing rofy Light ? So fits the Sua 
■ Fair Ey^ of Heaven !) upon a Crimfon Cloud 
Vear the Horizon, and with gentle Ray 
Smiles lovely round the Sky, till riiing Fogs, 
Portending Nighty with foul and heavy Wing i 
[nvolve the golden Star, and fmk him down 
Opprefl with Darknefs.— — - 



On the Death of an Aged and Honoured Rela- 
tive^ Mrs. M. W. July 13, 1693. 
I. 

I Know the Kindred >Iind. 'Tis fhe, 'tis (lie j 
Among the heav'nly Forms I fee 
The Kindred-Mind from flefhly Bondage free ; 
O how unlike the Thing was lately feen 
Groaning and panting on the Bed, 
With ghaftly Air, and languifh'd Head, 
Life on this .Side, there the Dead, 
While the delaying Flefh lay Hiivering between J 
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Long did the earthy Houfe reftram 
In toilfome Slavery that Ethereal Gueil ; 

Prifon'd her round in Walls of Pain, 
And twiftcQ Cramps and Aches with her Chain ; 
Till by the Weight of numerous Days opprcft 

The earthy Houfe began to reel. 
The Pillan trembled, and the Building fell ; 
The Captive Soul became her own again : 
Tir'd with the Sorrows and the Cares, 

A tedious Train of fourfcore Years, 

The Prisoner finiPd to be releaft, 
She felt her Fetters loofe, and mounted to her ] 

III. 
Gaze on, my Soul, and let a perfed View 

Paint her Idea all anew ; 
Rafc out thofc melancholy Shapes of Woe 
That hang around thy Memory, and becloud it 
Come Fancy, come, with Effenccs refin'd. 

With youthful Green, and fpodefs White i 
Deep be tlic Tinfture, and the Colours bright 
T' exprefs the Beauties of a naked Mind. 

Provide no Glooms to form a Shade j 
All things above of vary'd Light are made. 
Nor can the heav'nly Piece require a mortal Aid 

But if the Features too divine 

Beyond the Power of Fancy fhine. 
Conceal th' inimitable Strokes behind a graceful 
IV. 

Defcribe the Saint from Head to Feet, 
Make all the Lines in juft Proportion meet ; 
But let her Pollure be 

Fillii^ a Chair of high Degree ; 
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bferve how near it ftands to the Almighty Scat. 

Paint the new Graces of her Eyes ; 

•elh in her Looks let fprightly Youth arife. 

And Joys unknown below the Skies. 

Vi RTu B that lives conceal'd below. 

And to the Breaft confin'd. 
Sits here triumphant on the Brow, 
And breaks with radiant Glories through 

The Features of the Mind. 
Exprefs her Pafiion (till the fame. 

But more divinely fweet j 
Love has an everlafling Flame, 

And makes the Work complete. 

V. 

The Painter-Mufe with glancing Eye 

Obferv'd a Manly Spirit nigh *, 
That Death had long disjoined : 

" In the fair Tablet they (hall ftanJ 

*• United by a happier Band : 

ie (aid, and fix'd her Sight, and drew the manly Mind, 
ecount the Years, my Song, (a mournful Round !) 

Since he was feen on Earth no more : 

He fought in lower Seas and drown'd; 

But Victory and Peace he found 

On the fuperior Shore. 
'here now his tunefiil Breath in facred Songs 
mploys the Eurepean and the Eaftem Tongues, 

• My Grandfather Mr. ^tkomat Watts had fuch acquaintance with 
le Mathemiticks, Painting, Muftck, and Poefy, &c. as gsTe him 
>nfidcrable Efteem among his Contemporaries. He was Commander 
r a Ship of War 1656, and by blowing up of the Ship \a the Dutch 
iTar be wgs drowo*d in his Youth. 

O 3 Let 
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Let th' awful Truncheon and the Flute, 

The Perxil and the well-known Lute, 

Powerful Niunbers, channingWit 

A*^d every Art and Science meet, (Feet 

And bring their Laurels to his Hand* or lay them at hs 
VI. 

•Tis done. What Beams of Glory feB 

(Rich Vamifli of immortal Art) 

To gild the bright Original ! 
^Tis done. The Mufe has now performed her Part. 
Bring down the Piece, Urania, from above. 

And let my Honour and my Loyb 
Prefs it with Chains of Gold to hang upon my Heart. 



A 

FUNERAL POEM 

On the DEATH of 

Prefented to the 

Right Honourable the Lady ABNEt, 

LADv-MAyoR3Ess of London. 

Julf 170U 
Madam, 

H^D 1 been a common .Mourner at the Funeral ^* 
dear Gentleman deceafed, I Jbould have lahmt^ & 
Ur more of Art in th$ following Compojitiw, f fitfj^ 
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? of Nature, and to feign a Sorroiv ; But the unccmmon 
'fcenfion of his Triendpip to me, the innuard E/ieem I 
is Memory, and the 'vaft and tender Senfe I have of 
o/s^ make all the Methods of Art needlefs, ^^jhtifl na- 
Grief fupplies more than all. 

*ad refol'ued indeed to lament in Sighs and Silence, and 
'.ntly checked the too for^juard Mufe : hut the Importu- 
jas not to he refijied ; long Lines of Sorrouu foived in 
me e'er I ivas a^ware, luhil/l J took mar.y^ a fclitary 
in the Garden adjoining to his Seat ^/'Newington ; 
\uld I free myfelff-om the Cronjod of melancholy Ideas, 
Ladyjhip 'will find throughout the Foem, that the fair 
sufinifii* d Building iviich he had jufi rais'^d for himfelf- 
almofi all the Turns of Mourt/ing to my Thoughts ; for 
fue no other Topics of Elegy than vjhat my BaJJion and 
\nfes led me to, 

e Foem roves, as my Eyes and Grit f did, from one Part 
€ Fabrick to the other : It rifes from the Foundation, 
rs the Walls, the Doors, and the Windows, drops a 
upon the Roof, and ciimhs the Turret , that pie a f ant Re- 
, *where I promts^ d' my felf many fiveet Hours of his 
erfation ; there my Song nvanders among ft the delightful 
Sis dvuitfe and moral, lAjhicb ufed to entertain our happy 
ire ; and thence defcends to the Fields and the Jbady 
\s, ivbere 1 fo often enjoyed his pleafing Difcourfe ; my 
Kws dijfufe themfehves there «wijthimt a Limit : I had 
forgotten all Scheme and Method of Writing, till I 
^ myfilf and rife to the Turret again to lament that 
xte Seat, Now if the Critics laugh at the Folly cf the 
for taking too much Notice of the Golden Ball, let them 
fer that the meaneft thing that belonged to fo valuable a 
m ftill ga^ve fime frejh and doleful Reflections : And I 
criie Nature without Rule, and reprejent Friendpip in 
uming Drefs, abandoned to deepeft Sorrovu, and with 
gligence becoming Woe unfeigned. 

O 3 Had 
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Had Iii:fign'd accmpUatEiegf^ Madam, omjdMtAgrtf 
Trother^ and intended it f&r pMUk Viiiu, I fimdi bmf 
followed the ufual Forms of Poetfy^ fo far at iett/tf m * 
fpcnd fame Pages in the CbaraBer amd Praifes §fiied^ 
eeafea, and thence have taken Occafion to call MoMitadlt 
complain aloud of the uni<tferfal and unfpeakable Lofs: hi 
J ivrote merely for fnyfelf as a Friend of the Dead^ and tt 
€afe m full Soul by breathing out my awn Complaints ; / 
Anewj bis CbaraSter and Virtues fo nuell^ that there *ums m 
need to mention ""em ivhile I talktd only tvitb myfelf;. for thi 
Image of them fwas ever prefent 'uith me^ 'which left thi 
Pcit at the Heart intenfe and lively , and my Tears flowag 
nvith myVerfe. 

Perhaps your Ladyjhip voill expeS fome Divine Thoughts 
and Sacred Meditations^ mingled ivith a SuhyeQ fo folemn as 
this is : Had Iform*d a Dejfign of offering it to your Hands, 
J had composed a more Chrifiian Poem ; but ''tvias Grief 
purtlj natural for a Death fo furprisdng that drevu all the 
Strokes ofit^ and therefore my PifleQions are chiefly ofawa^ 
ral Strain, Such as it is, your Ladyjhip requires a Copy ^ 
it ; hut let it not touch your Soul too tenderly^ nor reuv 
your Gwn Mournings, Receive it. Madam, as an Offering 
of Love and Tears at the Tomb of a departed Friend, am 
let it ahide viitb you as a Witnefs of that affeSionate Rt^ 
JpeSi and Honour that I bore him ; all vahicb^ eu your La* 
d\fl)ifs moft f ightful Due, both by Merit and by Stucej^^tt^ 
is wzv humbly offered, by. 

Madam, 
Tour Ladyjhifs m'ft Hearty 
and Obedient Servant,, 



L WATTS. 
To 
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To the dear Memory of my honour'd Friend, 

THOMAS GUN&TON, £% 

Who died Nov. 11, 1700, when be badjuji 
finijh'd bis Seal at Newington. 

OF blaftcd Hopes, and of fhort withering Joys, 
Sing, heavenly Mufe. Try thine Ethcreai Voice 
In Funeral Numbers and a doleful Song f 
GUNSTON the Juft, the Generous, and the Young, 
GUNS TON the Friend is dead. O empty Name 
Of earthly Bliis ! 'tis all an airy Dream, 
AU a vain Thought ! Our foariug Fancies rife 
On treacherous Wings ! and Hopes that touch the Skies 
Drag but a longer Ruin thro' the downward Air, 
And plunge the &lling Joy fUll deeper in Defpair. 

How did our Souls (land fiatter*d and prepared 
To fhout him welcome to the Seat he rear'd ! 
There the dear Man (hould fee his Hopes complete. 
Smiling, and tailing ev'ry lawful Sweet 
That Peace and Plenty brings, while numerous Years 
Circling delightful play'd around the Spheres : 
Revolving Suns fhould ftill renew his Strength, 
And draw th* uncommon Thread to an unufual Length. 
But hafly Fate thrufls her dread Shears between. 
Cuts the young Life off, and fhuts up the Scene. 

O4 Thus 
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1 hus airyPLEAsuRE dances in our Eyes, 

And fpreads falfe Images in ^ir Difguife, 

T* allure our Souls, till jufk within our Arts^ i 

The Vifion dies, and all the painted Charms 

Flee quick a>vaY horn the purfuing Sight, i 

Till they are loft in Siudes, and mingle with the Night. 

Mufc, ftretch thy Wings, and .thy fad Journey bend 
To the fiir Fabri ck that thy dying Friend 
Built namelefs : *twill fuggeft a Thoufand Things 
Mournful and foft as my Urania iings. 

How did he lay the deep Foundations ftrong. 
Marking the Bounds, and rear the. Waiis along 
Solid and lailing ; there a numerous Train 
Of happy GUNSTONS might in Pleafure rcign^ { 

While Nations pcrifh, and long Ages run^ 
Nations unborq, ahd Ages unbegun : 
Not Time i.tfelf fhould. walle the bleft Eftate, 
Nor the tenth Race rebuild the ancient Seat. 
How fond our Fancies are f the Founder dies 
Childlefs ; his Siilers weep and clofe his Eycs^ 
And wait upon his Hearfe with never-ceafing 
I^ofty and flow it moves to meet the Tomb, 
While weighty Sorrow nods on every Flume ; 
A thoufmd Groans his dear Remains convey. 
To his cold Lodging in a Bed of Clay, 
iiis Country's faered Tears well-watering all the way. 
See the dull Wheels roll on the fable Road ; 
But no dear Son to t;ead the mournful Load,. 
And fondly kind drop his young Sorrows there, 
Tlie Father's Urn bedewing with a filial T«ar. 
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O had he left us One behind, to play 
Wanton about the painted Hall^ and fay, 
%i5 ivas m Father* Sy with impatient Joy 
In my fond Arms Td clafp the fmiling Boy, 
And call him my Young Friend : but awfiil Fate, 
DefignM themighty Stroke as lafHng as *twas great* 

And mull this Building then, this coftly Frame 
Stand here for Strangers ? mull fome unknown Namc^ 
BoiTefs thefe Rooms ^ the Labours of my Friend ? 
VVhy were thefe Walls rais'd for this haplefs End ? 
VVhy thefe Apartments all adom'd fo gay ? ' 
Why his rich Fancy laviih'd thus away ? 
Mnfe, view the Paintings^ how the hovering Light 
Plays o'er the Colours in a wanton Flight, 
And mingled Shades wrought in by foft Degrees,^ 
Give a fweet Foil to all the charming Piece ; 
But Night, eternal Night, hangs black around 
The difmal Chambers of the hollow Ground, 
And folid Shades unmingled round his Bed 
Stand hideous : Earthy Fogs embrace his Head, 
And noifome Vapours glide along his Face 
Riiing perpetual. Mufe, forfake the Place, 
Flee the raw Damps of the unwholefome Clay, 
Look to his airy fpacious Hall^ and fay, 
** How has he chang'd it for a lonefome Cave, 
*•- Coniin'd and crowded in -a narrow Grave I 

Th' unhappy- Hbufe, looks defolate and mourns, * 
And every Door groans doleful as it turns ; 
The Pillars languifli ; and each lofty Wall 
Stately, in Grief, laments the Mailer's' Fall. 
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In Drops of briny Dew j the Fabrick bears 

His feint Refcmblancc, and renews my Tears^ 

Solid and fquare it rifes from below : 

A noble Air without a gaudy Show 

Reigns thro' the Model, and adorns the Whole^ 

Manly and plain. Such was the Builder's Soul. 

O how I love to view the (lately Frame, 
That dear Memorial of the befl-lovM Name T 
Then could I wiih for fome prodigious C^ve 
Vail as his Seat, and filent as his Grave, 
Where the tall Shades (Iretch to the hideous Roo^ 
Forbid the Day, and guard the Sun beams off; 
Thither, my willing Feet, fhould ye be drawn 
At the grey Twilight, and the early Dawn .. 
There fweetly iad fhoold my foft Minutes rolI». 
Numbring the Sorrows of my drooping Soul. 
But thefe are airy Thoughts \ fubilantial Grief 
Grows by thofe Objedb that fhould yield Relief s; 
Fond of my Woes I heave my Eyes around. 
My Grief from every Profpedl courts a Wound ; 
\iew3 the green Gardens, views the fmiling Skies, 
Still my Heart fmks, and fldl my Cares aiife ; 
My wandVing Feet round the feir Manfion rove^ 
And there to footh my Sorrows I indulge my Love. 

Cft have I laid the awful Cahttt by. 
And the fweet Cmv/ey, with impatient Eye 
To fee thofe Walls, pay the fad Vifit there. 
And drop the Tribute of an hourly Tear : 
Still I behold fome melancholy Scene, 
With many a penfive Thought, and many a Sigh be 
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Two Days ago we took the Evening Airr 

:, and my Grief, and my Urania there, 

>ay, my Urania^ how the Weilern Sun 

Broke from black Clouds, and in fuH Glory (hone 

Gliding the Roof, then dropt into the Sea, 

And fudden Night devourM the fweet Remains of Day ; 

Thus the bright Youth juft rear'd his (hining Head 

From obfcore Shades of Life, and funk among the Dead. 

The rifm^ Sun adom'd with all his Light 

Smiles on thefe Walls again : but endlefs Night 

Reigns uncontroul'd where the dear G U NS TO N lies. 

He's fet for ever, and muft never rife. 

Then why thefe Beams, unfeafonable Star, 

Thefe lightfome Smiles defcending from afar. 

To greet a mourning Houfe ? In vain the Day 

Bre^ thro' the WinJo^s with a joyful Ray, 

And marks a fhining Path along the Floors 

Bounding the Evening and the Morning Hours i 

Ix^ vain it bounds 'em : while vaft Emptineis 

And hollow Silence reigns thro' all the Place, 

Nor heeds the chearfid Change of Nature's Face 

Yet Nature's Wheels will on without Controul, 

The Sun will rife, the tuneful Spheres will roll. 

And the two nighdyS^^ ri walk round and watch the Pole. 






See while I fpeak, high on her fable Wheel 
Old Night advancing climbs the Eaftem Hill : 
Troops of dark Clouds prepare her Way j behold, 
How their brown Pinions cdg'd with Evening Gold 
Spread fhadowing o'er the Houfe, and glide away 
Sowly purfuing the declining Day ; 

O 6 O'er 
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O'er the broad Ro^f they fly their Circuit ftill. 
Thus Days before they did, and Days to come they 
But the black Cloud that ihadows o'er his Eyes 
Hangs there unmoveaUe, and never flies : 
Fain would I bid. the envious Gloom be gone ;. 
Ah fruideft V/ifli ! how are his Cvirtaias drawn 
For a long Evening that defpairs the.Dawn ! 

MuTe, view the Turre* : Joft beneath the Skif s., 
LoneTome it ilands, and fixes my (ad Eyes, 
As it would aik a Tear. O (acred Seat 
Sacred to Fricndfhip^ O divine Retreat 4 
I lere did I hope my happy Hours t^employ. 
And fed before-hai^ on the promisM Joy, 
\Vhen weary-of the noify Town, my Friend 
From mortal Cares retiring^ fhould a&end 
And lead me thither. We alone w<^*d flt^ 
Free and fecure of alt intruding Feet : 
Our Thoughts ihould ilretch their longeft Wings^ and 
N.or bound their Soarings by the lower Skies : 
Our Tongues fhould aim at everlafting Themes^ . 
And fpeak what Mortals dare, of all the Names 
Of boundlefe Joys and Glories, Thrones and Seats^ 
Built high in Heaven for Souls : We'd trace the Stre 
Of golden Pavement, walk each blifsfiil Field, 
And climb and tafte the Fruits the fpicy Mountains y: 
Then would we fwear to keep the facred Road, . 
And walk right upwards to that bleft Abode ; 
We'd charge our parting Spirits there to meet. 
There Hand in Hand approach th' Almighty Seat, 
And b^nd our Hcgds adoring at oux Maker's Feet.. 
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'[Qius (hould^we moBBt on bold advent'roos Wing^ 
Lj high Difcourfe, and dwell on heavenly Things, , 
"\JChile the pleas'd Hours in fweet Succeffion move,^ 
And Minutes meafur'd, as they are above, 
^ ever-circliiig Joys, . anieverrfhining Love, , 
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Anon our Thoughts ihott'd lower their lofty Flighty . 
Sink by degrees, and take, a pkafing Sight, 
A large round Profpeft of the fpreading Plaii|,\ 
Th6 wealthy River j and his winding 1 rain, . 
TJie fmoaky City, and the bufy Men. 
How we fhould fmile to fee degenerate Worms 
Lavifli their Lives, and fight for airy Forms 
Of painted Honour, Dreasis of empty Sounds 
Till Envy rffe, and flioot a fecret Wound ■ 
At fwelling Glory, ftrait the Bubble breaks, , 
And the Scenes vani(h> . as the- Man awakes ; ; 
Then the tall Tides infolent and proud , 
Sink to the Quft, and mingle widi th^ Crowd* . 

Man is a reftlefs Thing.: Stilt vaiil and wild;. 
Lives beyond fixty, nor outgrows the Child : 
His hurrying Lulls iUll break the iacred Bound ! 
To, feek new Pleafui^es on forbidden Ground, 
And buyth^em all too.dear* Unthinking Fool,\ 
For a fhort dying Joy to fell a deathlefs Soul ! 
'Tis" but a Grain of Sweetnefs they can fow. 
And reap the long fad Harveft of immortal Woei- 

Another Tribe toil in a different Strife,, 
And banii]i all the lawful Sweett of Life, . 
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And felt a parting Stroke : 'Tis you muft tell 
The Smart, the Twinges,, and the Racks I feel : 
This Soul of mine that dreadfiil Wound has bornej 
Off from its Side its dearefl Half is torn,. 
The reil lies bleeding, and but lives to moum. 
Oh infinite Diibrefs ! fuch raging Grief 
Should command Pity, and defpair Relief. 
Pallion, methinks, fhould rife from dl my Groans^ 
Give Senfe to Rocks> and Sympathy to Stones* 

Ye duiky JVooils and echoing Hills ground,. 
Repeat my Cries with a perpetual Sound : 
Be all ye flow'ry Fales with Thorns o^Mgrown^ 
AHift my Sorrows, and declare your own ; 
Alas \ Your Lord is dead. The humble Plain: j 
MuH ne^er receive his courteous Feet again : 
Mourn ye gay fmiling Meadows, and be feen: 
In wintry Robes, inllcad of youthfid Green j 
And bid the Brook^ that ftiU runs warbling b/^ 
Move filent on, and weep his ufeleis Channel dry. 
Hither methinks the lowing Herd fhould come,. 
And moaning Turtles murmur o^er his Tomb : 
The Oak fhall wither, and the curling Vine 
Weep his young Life out, while his Arms untwine 
Their amorous Folds, and mix his bleeding Soul with mine 
Ye fbitely Elms, in your long Order mourn *, 
Strip off your Pride to drefs your Matter's Urn : 
Here gcndy drc^ your Leaves, inllcad of Tears : 
Ye Elms, the reverend Growth of ancient Years*, 

^ 7%^tf was m hmg rtw if tall Bku tbtnjianih^ wUre fime ye0r» 
njttr tbt lower Cardat was madi. 

Stand 
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Stand tall and naked to the bluftenng Rage 

Of the mad Winds ;. thus it becomes your i^ge 

To ihew your Sorrows. Often ye have feen 

Oar Heads reeling upon the rifing Green ; 

Beneath your .(acred Shade diffiis*d we lay. 

Here Fa i en ds h i p reign*d with an unbounded Sway: 

Hither our Souls their.conflant OfTrings brought, . 

The Burthens of the Breaft, and Labours of the Thoaght »: 

Our opening Bofoms on the Confcious Ground 

Spread all the Sorrows and the Joys we found. 

And mingled every Care ;. nor was it known 

Which of the Fains andPleafures were our own ; . 

Then with an equal Hand and honefl Soul 

We (hare the Heap, yet both*poffcis the Whole, 

And all the. Paflions there thro* both our Bofoma roll 

By turns we comfort, and by turns complain, . 

And bear and eafe by turns the Sympathy of Pain. 
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Friendship! myiterious Thing, what Magic Pow'rf 
Support thy Sway, and charm thefe Minds of ours ? 
Bound to thy Foot we boaft our Birth-right ftill. 
And dream of Freedom, when we've loft our Will, 
And changed away our Souls : At thy Command 
We (hatch new Miferies from a foreign Hand, 
To call them ours ; and, thoughdefs of our Eafe, . 
Plague the dear Self that we were born to pleafe. 
Thou Tyrannefs of Minds, whofc cruel Throne.. 
Heaps on poor Mortals Sorrows not their own ; • 
As though our Mother Nature could no more 
Find Woes fufficient for each Son (he bore, 
Friendihip divides the Shares, and lengthens out theStore. 
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Vet are we fond of thine imperious Reign, 
froud of thy Slavery, wanton in our Pain, 
And chide the coucteous Hand when Death diilblv^ the 
Chain. 
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Virtue, forgive the Thought ! the raving Mufc 
Wild and defpairing knows not what (he does. 
Grows mad in Grief, and in her favage Hours 
Affronts the Name flie loves and" fhe adores. 
She is thy Vot'refs toa;. and at thy Shrine„ 
O facred Friendship, offered Songs Divine, 
While GUNSTON liv'd, and both our Souls were thine. % 
Here to thefe Shades at folemn Hours we came. 
To pay Devotion with a mutual Flame, 
Partners in BhTs. Sweet Luxury of the Mind f 
And fweet the Aids of Senfe ! Each ruder Wind 
Slept in its Caverns, while an Evening-Breeze 
Fann'd the Leaves gently, fporting thro' the Trees ;, 
The Linnet and the Lark their Vefpers fung. 
And Clouds of Crimfon o'er tlv' Horizon hung;. 
The flow-declining Sun with floping Wheels 
Sunk down the golden Day behind the WeHern Hills. 

Mourn,, ye young Gardens, ^ ye unfipifh'd Gates,, 
Ye green Inclofures, and ye growing Sweets 
Lament, for ye our Midnight, Hours have known,. 
And watch'd us walking by the filent Moon 
In Conference divine; while heavenly Fire 
Kindling oujf Brealls did all our Thoughts inipiiCr 
With Joys almoft immortal ; then our Zeal 
Blaz'd and burnt high to reach th' Ethereal HiH,, 
And Love refin'd, like that above the Poles, 
Threw both our Arms round one amother'3 Souli 
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In Rapture and Embraces. Oh fi>rbear. 
Forbear, my Song ? this is too much to hear. 
Too dr^bdfiil to repeat ; fuch Joys as thefe 
Fled from the Earth for ever ! 

Oh for a general Grief f let all things fhare 
Our Woes, that knew our Loves : The neighbouring Air 
Let it be laden with inmiortal Sighs, 
And tell the Gales, that every Breath that flies 
Over thefe Fields fhould murmur and complain. 
And kifs the &ding Grafs> and propagate th^ Pain. 
Weep all ye Bul/M/igf, and the Groves around 
For ever weep : this is an endlefs Wound, 
Vaft and incurable. Ye Buildings knew 
His Silver Tongue, ye Groves have heard it too t 
At that dear Sound no more fhall ye refoicfe. 
And I no more mull hear the charming Voice : 
Woe to my drooping Soul f that heavenly Breath 
That could fpeak Life lies now congealed in Death % 
While on his folded Lips all cold and pale 
Eternal Chains and heavy Silence dweU. 

Yet my fond Hope would hear him fpeak again^ 
Once more at leail,. one gentle Word, and then 
GUNS TON aloudlcaU: In vain lay 
GUNS TON aloud ; for he mufl ne'er reply. 
In vain I mourn, and drop thefe Funeral Tears, 
Death and the Grave have neither Eyes nor Ears i 
Wandring I tune my Sorrows to the Groves, 
And vent my fwelling Griefs, and tell the Winds our Loves 
While the dear Youth ileeps M, and hears them not : 
He hath fox^ot me :. In the lonefome Vault 

Mindlei 
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Mindlcfs of WATTS and FriendOiip, cold lie lies. 
Deaf and unthinking Clay.— — 

But whither am I led > this artlcis Grief 
Harries the MoTe on, obilinate and deaf 
To all the nicer Rules, and bears her down 
From the tall Fabrick to the neighbouring Ground : 
The pleaiing Hours, the happy Moments pall # 
In thefe fwect Fields reviving on my Tafte 
Snatch me away refiiUefs with impetuous Hafle. 
Spread thy fbrong Pinions once again, my Song^ 
And reach the Turret thou haft left fo long : 
0*er the wide Roof its lofty Head it rears. 
Long waiting our Converfe ; but only hears 
The noify Tumults of the Realms on high i 
The Winds &lute it whiftling as they fly. 
Or jarring round the Windows : rattling Showem 
Lafh the fair Sides s above loud Thunder roars s . 
But dill the Mafter ileeps ; nor hears the Voice 
Of facred Friendihip, nor thcTenq)cft'8 Noife i 
An Iron Slumber fits an every Scnfe, 
In vain the heavenly Thunders ftrive to roufe it thence^ 

One Labour more, my Mufe, the goMen Sphere. 
Seems to demand : See thro^ the duiky Air 
Downward it (hines upon the rifing Moon ;: 
And, as fhe labours up to reach her Noon,. 
Purfues her Orb with repercuffiye Light, 
And (beaming Gold repays the paler Beams of Nig^t t 
But not one Ray can reach the darkfome Grave, 
Or pierce the folid Gloom that fills the Cave 

Wheue 
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Wh«« GUNSTON dwells in Death. Behold it flames 

Like fomc new Meteor with diffufive Beams 

Thro' the Mid-heaven, and overcomes the Stars; 

** So (hincs thy GUNS TO iV's Soul above the Spheres, 

Raphael replies, and wipes away my Tears. 

«* We law the Fleih fmk down with clofing Eyes, 

•' We heard thy Grief (kriek out. He dies^ He diery 

«*^ MiflalKn Grief! to^l the Flefli the Friend ! 

*' On our ^r Wings did the bright Youth aicend^ 

>' All Heav*h embraced him with immortal Love, 

«* And fung his Welcome to the Courts above. 

** Gentle Ithuriel led him round the Skies, 

" The Buildings ftruck him with immenie Surprize f 

'* The Spires all radiant, and the Manfions bright, 

** The Roof high-vauhod withEthereal Light: 

'* Beauty and Strength on the tall Bulwarks fat^ 

*' In heavenly Diamond ; and for every Gate 

*' On (Golden Hing^ a broad Ruby turns 

** Guards off the Foe, and as it moves it bums;;; 

" Millions of Glories reign thro* every part; 

•' Infinite Power, and uncreated Art 

** Stand here difplayM, and to the Stranger ^"9$ 

** How it out-fhines the noblefl Seats below. 

** The Stranger fed his gazing Fow*rs awhile 

•' Tranfported : Then, with a r^ardleis Smile, 

" Glanc'd his Eye downward thro* the Cryftal Floor, 

^ And took eternal Leave of what he built before^ 

Now, feir Urania, leave the dolefiil Strain 5. 
RafhacJ CGonmands : AiTuine thy Joys ag^,.. 
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In everlafling Numbers fing, and fay, 
•^* GUNSTON lias mov'd his Dwelling to the Realms 

of Day; 
<* CC/iV5 TO AT the Friend lives fUlh And give thy 
Groans away. 



An E L E G Y on 

Mn THOMAS GOUGK 

T O 
Mr. ARTHUR SHALLET, Mcrch^. 

Worthy Sir, 

THE Suhje^ of the following Elegy was high in your 
Efteem^ and enjofd a large Share of your AffeSions. 
Scarce doth his Memory need the AJpflance of the Mufe to 
make it perpetual \ hut whenfhe can at once fdy her Honours 
to the venerable Dead^ and hy this Addrefs acknowledge the 
Favours Jhe has received from the Li^ving^ *tis a doubh 

Fleajure to^ 

SIR, 

Your Obliged Humble Servant, 

To 
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To the Memory of the 

Revd. Mr. THOMAS GOV 

fTbo died Jan. 8^ i^f. 
I. 

YE Virgin-Souls, whofe fwcct Complaint Pj 
Could teadi Eupbratts not to flow, ^ 

•Could Stan's Rtfin fo divinely paint, ^' 

Array'd in Beauty and in Woe : 
Awake, ye Virgin-Souls, to mourn. 
And with your tuneful Sorrows dreTs a Prophet's U 
O could my Lips or flowing Eyes 
But imitate fuch charming Grief, 
rd teach the Seas, and teach the Skies 
Waitings, and Sobs, and Sympathies, 
Nor (hould the Stones or Rocks be deaf; 
Rocks (hall have Eyes, and Stones have Ears 
While GOUGE'S Death is moum'd in nfelody and 

II. 

Heav'n was impatient of our Crimes, 

And fent his Miniller of Death 
To fcourge the bold Rebellion of the Times, 
And to demand our Prophet's Breath ; • 

He came commiflion'd for the Fates 

Of awful MEJD, and charming BATE S ; 
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There he eflay'd the Vengeance iix^. 
Then took a dilbal Aim« and brought great G OUG £ to 
Dull. 

III. 
Great GOUGE toDuft! how doleful is the Sound ! 
How vaft the Stroke is f and how wide the Wound i 

Oh painful Stroke L diftreffing Death ! 
A Woijnd unmeafurably wide 
No vulgar Mortal dy'd 
When he refign'd his Breath. 

The Mufe that mourns a Nation^'s Fall, 

Should wait atGOUGE's Funeral, 

Should mingle Majefiy and Groans, 

Such as fhe iings to finking Thrones, 

And in deep founding Numbers tell. 
How Sioft trembled, when this Pillar fell. 

Sion grows weak, and England poor. 

Nature her ielf, with all her Store, 
Can furnifh fuch a Pomp for Death no moi«. 

IV. 
The Reverend Man let all things mourn ; 
Sure he was fome ^Ethereal Mind^ 
Fated in Fldh to be confined. 
And order'd to be born. 
His Soul was of th^ Angelic Frame, 
The fame Ingredients, and the Mould the bxne. 
When the Creator makes a Minifter of Flame, 

He was all form'd of heav'nly Thii^, 
Mortals, believe vfhat my Urania iings. 
For (he has feen him nfe upon his flamy Wings. 
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How would he mount, how would he fly 
Up thro' the Ocean of the Sky, 

TowVd the Coeleftial Coaft? 
With what amazing Swiftnefs foar 
Till Earth's dark Ball was feen no more. 

And all its Mountains lofl f 
Scarce could the Mufe purfue him with her Sight: 

But, Angels, you can tell. 
For oft you meet his wondrous Flight, 

And knew the Stranger well ; 
Say, how he paft the radiant Spheres 
And viflted your happy Seats, 
And trac'd the well-known Turnings of the golden Sti 

And walk'd among the Stars. 

VI. 

Tell how he climb'd the Eyerlafling Hills 

Surveying tdl the Realms above. 
Borne on a ftrong-wing'd Faith, and on the fiery Who 
Of an immortal Love. 
'Twas there ie took a Glorious Sight 
Of the Inheritance of Saints in Light, 
And read their Title in their Savionr's Ri^^ 
How oft the humble Scholar came. 
And to your Songs he raised his Ears 
To leam th' unutterable Name, 
To view th' Eternal Bafe that bears. 

The new Creation's Frame. 
The Countenance of Got) he faw. 
Full of Mercy ; full of Awe, 
Tiie Glories of his Power, and Glories of his Gracr : 

1 
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There he beheld the wond'rous Springs 

Of thofe Celellial facred Things, 
The peaceful Gofpel, and the fiery Lavr 

In that Majellic Face. 
That Face did all his gazing Powers employ. 
With moft profound Abafement and exalted Joy.' 

The Rolls of Fate were half unfeal'd. 
He flood adoring by ; 

The Volumes open'd to his Eye, 

And fweet Intelligence he held 
With all his fhining Kindred of the Sky» 
VII. 

Ye Seraphs that furround the Throne, 
Tell how his Name was thro' the Palace known. 
How warm his Zeal was, and how like your own i 
Speak it aloud, let half the Nation hear. 

And bold Blafphemers fhrink and fear * : 
Impudent Tongues, to blaft a Prophet's Nanaic ( . . ;. 

The Poifon fure was fetch'd from Hell, 

Where the old Blafphemers dwell, . . . . 

To taint the pureft Duft, and blot the whiteft YzxsA\ 
Impudent Tongues ! You fhould be darted thro!, • • •, 

Naird to your own black Mouths, an J lie ^ 

Ufelefs and dead till Slander die. 
Till Slander die with you. ^ 

VIII. . ;,;;-^ 

" We faw him, fay th' Ethereal Throng^ . { 
•* We faw his warm Devotions rife, 

•* We heard the Fervour of his Cries, - : 

•• And mix'd his Praifes with our S<mg; - - -^ 
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** Wc knew the fccrct Flights of his retiring Hours, 

«• Nightly he wak'd his inward Powers. 
" Young I/rael rofe to wreftlc with his God, 
** And with onconquer'd Force fcal'd the celeflial Towers^ 
" To reach the Blefling down £or thofe that fought his 
Blood. 
** Oft we beheld the Thunderer's Hand 
«« Rab*d high to cruih the fadious Foe ; 
«• As oft we faw the rolling Vengeance Hand 
<* Doubtful t' obey the dread Command, 
^ While his afcending Pray*r upheld the Ming Blow. 
IX. 
Draw the paft Scenes of thy Delight, 
>My Mufe, and bring the wond'rous Man to fight. 
place him forroundcd as he ftood 
With jHous Crowds, while from his Tongue 
A Stream of Harmony ran foft along, 
And every E^ di-ank iii the flowing Good : 

Softly it ran' Stt filver Way, 
Till warm Devotion rais'd the Current ftrong : 
yhen fervid Zeal on the fweet Deluge rode. 

Life, TLove and Glory, Grace and Joy, 
Divinely roM'd promifcuous on the Torrent-Flood, 
And bore our raptur*d Senfe away, and Thoughts and 
Souls to God. 
O might we dwell for ever there f 
Ko more return to breathe this grofFer Air, 
Tbk Atmofphere of Sin, Calamity and Care. 

'^ X. 
Sut beavenly Scenes fixm leave the Si^t 

While we belong to day, 
Paffiops pf. Terror and Dtelight, 
I>^aitf al^fwtp Sway, 

Beho 
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Behold the M:in, whofe awful Voice ' - 

Could well proclaim the fiery Law, 

Kindle the Flames that Mofes faw. 

And fwell the Trumpet's warlike Noire. 
He (lands the Herald of the threatning Skies, 
I/>, on his reverend Brow the Frowns divinely rife^ 
All SinaPs Thunder on his Tongue, and Lightaicg in hb 
Eyes. 

Roond the high Roof the Curfes flew 

Diflinguiihing each guilty Head, 
Far from th' unequal War the Atlieift fled. 

His kindled Arrows ftiU purfue. 

His Arrows ftrike the Atheift thro'. 
And o'er his inmoft Powers a ftiuddering Horror ipreri^ ' 
The Marble Heart groans with an inward Wound : 

Blafpheming Souls of harden'd Steel 
Shriek out amaz'd at the new Pangs they ML, 

And dread the Echoes of the Sound. 

The lofty Wretch arm'd and array 'd 
In gaudy Pride links down his impibus Head, 
Plunges in dark Defpair, and mingles with the Dead. ^ 
XI. 

Now, Mufc, aflTume a foftcr Strata, 

Now footh the Sinner*8 raging Smart, 

Borrow of GOUGE the wond'rous Art 
To calm the furging Confcience, and aflwage the Pa&|| 

He from a bleeding God derives 

Liife for the Souls that Gailt had ilain. 

And ftrait the dying Rebel lives, * 

The Dead arife again ; . 

The opening Skies almoft obey 

His powerful Song ; a heavenly Ray 

P z Awzkm 
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Awakes Dcfpair to Light, and Iheds a chearful Day, 
His wondrous Voice rolls back the Spheres, 
Recab the Scenes of ancient Years, 

To make the Saviour known ; 
Sweetly the flying Charmer roves 
Thro' all his Labours and his Loves, 
yht Anguifh of his Crofs, and Triumphs of hk Thr 
XIL 
Come, he invites our Feet to try 
The deep Afcent of Cahvary* 
And fets the fatal Tree before our Eye : 
See here Ccleftial Sorrow reigns ; 
Rude Nails and ragged Thorns lay by, 
Ting'd with the Crimfon of Redeeming Velhi» 
In wond*rous Words he fung the vital Flood 
Where all our Sins were drowtfd. 
Words fit to heal and fit to wound. 
Sharp as the Spear, and balmy as the Blood* 
In his Difcourfe divine 
Afrefli the purple Fountain flow'd ; 
Cur.feUing Tears kept fympathctic Time, 
And trickled to the Ground, 
While every Accent gave a doleful Sound, 
Sad as the breaking Keart-ftrings of th' expiring G c 
XIIL 
Down to the Manfions of the Dead, 
With trembling J©y our Souls are led. 
The Captives of his Tongue ; 
JThere the dear Prince of Light reclines his Head 
JDarki^efs and Shades among. 
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With pleaiing Horror wc funrcjr 

The Caverns x)f the Tomb, 
Where the belovM Redeemer lay. 

And flied a iweet Perfume. 
Hark, the old Earthquake roars again ' 

fn GOUGE^s Voice, and breaks the ChaSi 
Of heavy Death, and rends the Tombs i 
The Rifing G o d I he comes, he comes. 
With Throngs of waking Saints, a long triomphifig TAxk^ 
XIV. 
See the bright Squadrons of the Sky, ^ 

Downward on Wings of Joy and Hafle they fly,. 
Meet their returning Sovereign, and attend bun lugh*' 
A (hining Car the Conqueror fills. 
Formed of a golden Cloud f 
Slowly the Pomp moves up the azure HIIIs^ 

Old Satan foams and yells aloud^ . .' * 

And gnaws th' eternal Prafs that binds him to thr Wk(dl§ 
The opening Gates of Blifs receive their Kin|^ ' 

The Father-God fmiles on his Soi^ 
Pays him the Honouvs he has won» 
The lofty Thrones adore^ a ikdc ChendM &^ . 
Behold him on his native Thfoae^ 
Glory fits && upon his Head i 
Drefs'd in new Light, and beas^ Robei, 
His Hand rolls on the Seafoas, and the flunmg Gtobas> 
And fways the living Worlds^ and Rqpons of the Duim 
XV. . \ 

COUGJS wa8hM^voytt>dieJUalntlidoiP» 
y aft was his Tni^ a^ gptal liii Skilly 
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• Bright the Credentiak he could (how^ 
And thoufands owqM the Seal. 
His hallowed Lips ooald well impart 
The Grace, the Promife, and Command : 
He knew tlie Pity of Immanturs Heart, 

And Tenon of JEHOFAH^ Hand. 
How did our Souls flart out to hear 
The EmbajQies of Love he bare, 
. While every Ear in Rapture hung 
Upon the charming Wonders of his Tongue. 
Iafe*8 bufy Cares a facred Silence bound, 
Attenti<m ftood with all her Powers, 
IVith £xed Eyes and Awe profound. 
Chained to the Pleafure of the Sounds 
Nor kngw the flying Hours. 
XVI. 
But O JBy Eveilafting Grief! 
Heaven has recaird his Envoy from our %e5. 
Hence Deluges of Sorrow rife, 
, Nor hope th* impoffibte Relief. 
Ye Remnants of the facred Tribe 
Who feel the Lo^, come (hare the Smarts 

And mix your Groans with mine : 
Where is th^ Tongue that can defcr^ 
Infinite Things with equal Art, 

Or Language fo divine ? 
Our PaiTions want the heavenly Flame, 
Almighty Love breaths faintly in our Song?, 
^d awful Threatnings languifh on our Tongues ; 

HO WE is a gscat but fingle Name ; 
^$i|nidA (he Crowd he fiands aloi^e ; 
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Stands yet, but with his flarry Pinions on^ 

Dreft for the Flight, and ready to be gpnc, ? 

Eternal God, command his Stay, 

Stretch the dear Months of his Delay ; 
O we could wifli his Age were one immortal Day f 

But when the flaming Chariot's come. 
And fhining Guards, t' attend thy Prophet home^ . 

Amidft a thoufand weeping Eyes, 
Send an E/iJha down, a Soul of equal Size, 
Or burn this wortbleis Globe, and take us to the Skies. 
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